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Privacy

I remember the night it all began. I was sitting out in the garden, glass of wine in hand, staring at the tall new privacy fence we’d just had put up. Funny how a stretch of wood and nails could change so much. If we’d never built that fence, maybe none of what followed would have happened.

I was thirty-four then, a wife and mother of two, living in the quiet countryside far from the chaos of the city. My husband worked the oil rigs, a month on and a month off. The money was too good to pass up, but the long stretches of him being gone left me restless. It was mid-May, the air warming, the kind of night where the silence settles on you like a blanket and the only thing to do is sit with your thoughts. With him away, I’d picked up little routines to fill the emptiness—small distractions that made the weeks pass a little faster.

As for me, I’ve always been the kind of woman people might call pretty in a simple, everyday way. I stand about five-three, with curves that come and go depending on how much I’ve been baking or skipping the gym. A little extra softness clings to me, but nothing anyone would call more than a few pounds. My breasts are full, a natural 36D, the kind of thing that gets noticed even when I’m not trying. I wear my hair long and blonde, and my eyes—deep blue—have always been the feature people comment on first.

It really started with the old fence. The one that had been standing there since we bought the place a year earlier, weathered and leaning but still doing its job—until the night a storm rolled through. It wasn’t even much of a storm, just a quick burst of wind and rain, but it was enough to knock the whole thing flat. With my husband barely gone a week, off on another month-long rotation on the rigs, the job of sorting it out fell to me.

I’ve always prided myself on being practical, the type who doesn’t sit around waiting for someone else to fix things. So, I got online, made a few calls, and arranged for a couple of fencing contractors to come out and give me quotes. It wasn’t anything complicated—just another project to check off the list, or so I thought at the time.

Within a few days, both contractors had been by to take a look. The first one was polite enough, clipboard in hand, asking all the right questions, but he gave off the kind of energy that made me think my little job would be buried at the bottom of his list. The second crew came the very next morning. They walked the line of the fallen fence, measuring, pointing things out, talking through options. By the time they left, I had two quotes sitting on the kitchen counter, nearly identical down to the penny.

In the end, the decision wasn’t hard. One company said they could squeeze me in sometime next month. The other promised they could start by the following week. With my husband away and the yard wide open to the neighbors, the choice made itself. I called back the second contractor and told them to go ahead. Looking back, it’s strange to think how something so simple—choosing the one who could start quicker—was the decision that changed everything.

The evening before the fencing crew was due to start, I was out in the yard fussing with the garden hose. It had been leaking for weeks, and I thought maybe I could coax it back to life, but the split at the end gave way all at once. The spray gun popped clean off, and a sudden blast of cold water shot straight up my front, soaking me from neck to thighs. I sputtered, half laughing, half cursing, twisting the nozzle off to stop the flow, my T-shirt plastered against my skin and my shorts clinging in a way that left little to the imagination.

I stood there dripping, wiping water from my face with the back of my arm, when the crunch of tires on gravel made me freeze. A long-bed pickup rolled slowly down the drive, the fencing company’s logo printed bold across the driver’s door. My stomach fluttered as I caught sight of it—of all the moments for them to show up.

I glanced down at myself and groaned. The thin cotton of my shirt was practically transparent now, nipples stiff and pushing clearly against the fabric. My shorts, dark with water, hugged tighter than I’d ever dare wear them in public. I thought about darting inside, but it was too late. The truck was already slowing, turning toward the house. Whoever stepped out would see me exactly as I was: damp, flustered, caught in the most unflattering kind of accident.

The truck came to a stop just as I managed to twist the water off. I was still dripping, wringing the end of the useless hose when the door swung open. Out stepped a tall Black man, ball cap pulled low, a worn T-shirt stretched across his shoulders, utility belt hanging from his hips. He had an easy confidence about him, like he’d walked into a thousand yards just like mine.

“Evening,” he called, voice deep but friendly. “Hope I’m not catching you at a bad time. I’m James—the one who’ll be putting up your fence tomorrow. There were a couple of things on the quote that didn’t add up, and I figured I’d better clear them up before I bring the wrong load out.”

Caught between embarrassment and nerves, I forced a laugh. “Oh, hi... I’m Shauna. You missed all the fun. We were just... having a little water fight,” I said, gesturing lamely at my soaked shirt. My cheeks warmed the second the words left my mouth.

James’s eyes flicked over me, lingering a heartbeat too long. He chuckled. “Yeah... looks like I did.”

The sound of it made me shiver, though part of that was the evening chill sinking into my wet clothes.

“Well, if you’ve got a minute, I’d like to run through the list with you,” he said, already pulling a folder from under his arm.

“Yeah, of course,” I replied, hugging my arms around myself as goosebumps rose on my skin.

He stepped closer, flipping open the paperwork, and suddenly he was right there in front of me. The faint trace of his cologne carried on the night air—something clean and masculine that made me swallow hard. He talked me through the material list, pointing out where the original quote had been written up wrong. As he explained, I realized the design I wanted was going to cost about twenty percent more.

My heart sank. “I’ve kind of had my heart set on that look,” I admitted. “Guess that puts me in a bit of a bind.”

James glanced up, thoughtful. “Tell you what—let me go measure it again, see if I can make it work another way.” His tone was polite, but there was something in the way he said it that made me feel like he meant it, like he actually wanted to help.

I agreed, and he grabbed a tape measure and a few things from his truck before heading toward the backyard. I found myself trailing behind, eyes drawn to him whether I wanted them to be or not. He was striking—tall, easily six-three, with that trim, muscular build that came from hard work, not gym mirrors. His skin was smooth and dark, his features bold: high cheekbones, a wide smile that lit up his whole face, lips full enough to make me think of things I shouldn’t.

And I won’t lie—not here, not now. I’m not one of those women who’d bat her lashes and say, oh, I never thought about a Black guy before. Please. Nights alone with my laptop balanced on my knees, Pornhub glowing in the dark—I’d clicked more than my share of videos. Blonde girls like me, moaning while a big Black cock split them wide open. I’d watched, I’d gotten off to it, more than once. And yeah, I might as well admit it: I like porn. It was my guilty pleasure when my husband was away, the one thing that took the edge off the loneliness.

So when I looked at James, really looked, I knew exactly what kind of thoughts were crowding in. The way his shoulders filled out that shirt, the way his jeans pulled tight across his ass when he leaned into the truck—I was sizing him up, no question about it. I told myself it was harmless, just looking. Still, the guilt hit me in the chest all the same.

Eventually I decided I’d stared long enough. Besides, I was starting to shiver, clothes clinging to me as the last of the sun slipped behind the horizon. The air cooled quickly, and I finally gave in, heading inside. On my way to the bedroom, I caught sight of myself in the full-length mirror and stopped dead.

The reflection staring back was mortifying. My white bra stood out plain as day beneath the soaked, nearly transparent T-shirt, and my nipples—hard from the cold—were jutting so sharply they might as well have been arrows. No wonder James had looked at me the way he did. I’d basically given him a front-row seat to a wet T-shirt contest without even realizing it. The embarrassment hit me harder than the chill, especially after the way I’d been checking him out.

Shaking my head at myself, I peeled off the wet clothes and slipped into something safer: a loose sundress that skimmed my hips and a pair of flip-flops. It was casual, modest... at least compared to what he’d just seen.

About fifteen minutes later, a knock at the door pulled me back from my thoughts. James stood there with his folder under his arm, polite as ever. I let him in, guiding him to the dining table.

“Can I get you something? Coffee, tea, water?” I offered, wanting to cover my nerves with hospitality.

“Coffee sounds good,” he said with a smile.

While I busied myself with the mugs, he started explaining the mistake in the quote, laying out the numbers with a patience that put me at ease. He promised he could make the design I wanted work, that the added cost of materials would be “transparent” to me.

“Transparent,” I repeated silently, smirking at his choice of words. After the little show I’d given him earlier, it felt like the universe was in on the joke.

I thanked him for being so flexible, and he waved it off like it was nothing. “Not a problem at all,” he said. “Might take me a full day and a few hours into the next, depending on how fast I get through the first stretch.”

We made small talk while the coffee pot gurgled in the background. He asked about my husband, and I told him he worked on the rigs—gone for a month at a time, just flown out last week. I returned the question, asking if he was married, if he had kids. His smile softened a little as he said he was recently divorced, but that he and his ex shared custody of their five-year-old son.

There was a brief lull in the conversation, the kind that makes you aware of every sound in the room. I got up, more for something to do than out of necessity, and checked the coffee. Pouring a mug, I carried it toward him. “How do you like it?” I asked.

He looked up, caught off guard, and grinned. “Well, you look great. But honestly? You looked great soaking wet too.”

I stopped in my tracks, heat rushing to my cheeks. “Uh... thanks,” I stammered, clutching the mug a little tighter. “I meant your coffee. Cream or sugar?”

“Oh.” He rubbed the back of his neck, visibly flustered. “Damn, sorry. You caught me off guard. I thought I’d better compliment you. Little sugar, please.” His eyes flicked to mine, half-apologetic, half-playful. “How about you—how do you like it?”

The way he said it left me no doubt he was flirting, even if he tried to play it casual. I gave a small, wry smile. “I’m more of a tea drinker,” I replied, setting the mug down in front of him.

“Well, the compliment’s still appreciated,” I added, trying to ease the tension.

“You’re welcome,” he said simply, regaining that composed, gentlemanly air that had first struck me. He slid the folder closed. “So, if we’re in agreement, I’ll be here tomorrow at eight. Too early?”

“Not at all,” I said. “I’ll be up doing the usual morning things.”

He rose from his chair then, towering above me, and I was hit with the sudden awareness of just how tall he really was. From where I sat, my eyes flicked lower, and for a split second I noticed the heavy outline pressing against his jeans. My pulse quickened before I forced myself to look away, hoping he hadn’t caught me staring.

At the door, he flashed that radiant smile again. “Goodnight, Shauna.”

“Goodnight,” I managed, voice softer than I intended.

When the door clicked shut, I sat there for a long moment, feeling the quiet hum of the house around me. My skin felt warm, almost feverish, and my heart was beating faster than it should have been. Embarrassment lingered from our awkward slip, but beneath it, undeniable and pulsing, was something else. Arousal.

Later that night, with the house finally quiet and the kids tucked away, I stretched out on the bed and grabbed my phone. Steve’s name was already lit up on WhatsApp, and I smiled as I tapped open our thread. He was offshore, but when the signal was good, we managed to catch each other at least once a day.

We started with the usual catch-up—his long shifts, my errands, little updates about the house. Then, half without thinking, I told him about the fence guy. Tall, Black, and way too handsome for me to be standing there in a soaked T-shirt, I typed. Pretty sure he got a full-on wet T-shirt show thanks to the stupid garden hose.

Steve’s reply came quick: Oh yeah? Bet he didn’t mind. You always did look good wet.

I laughed under my breath, biting my lip. I was mortified. My bra was showing straight through. My nipples too. He definitely saw.

Another ping: Sounds like something out of one of those videos you watch when I’m gone.

I rolled my eyes, but my stomach tightened. Maybe, I admitted. But it was just bad luck, not like I planned it.

Uh-huh, he wrote back. Accidents happen. And sometimes they’re hot as hell. Get some sleep, babe. You’ll need it for all the big Black cock you’re gonna be sucking tomorrow.

My cheeks burned at his words, even though we’d played this game before. I set the phone down on my chest, heart thudding, a guilty thrill humming under my skin. It was all teasing, of course... but the image had already planted itself in my mind.

I showered before bed, shaved my legs, and even trimmed my pubic hair, though I couldn’t have explained why. By the time I slid under the covers, I felt that same blend of guilt and arousal tightening inside me. Sleep didn’t come easy.


Chance Encounters

The next morning I was already up, the kitchen buzzing with the usual chaos of backpacks, lunchboxes, and reminders. By seven sharp the kids were out the door, calling their goodbyes over their shoulders as they jogged toward the school bus. The sudden quiet that followed felt almost too still. I poured myself a fresh coffee, cradled the mug in both hands, and settled at the dining table with my laptop to start checking emails.

I was halfway through my inbox when the neighbor’s dog barked. Glancing out the window, I spotted the same long-bed pickup easing into the drive. My stomach flipped. James. Earlier than I’d expected. I looked down at myself and groaned—I was still in nothing but an oversized T-shirt and white cotton panties. Not exactly work-from-home chic.

From the dining room window I watched as he steered around back and started unloading without bothering to knock. Good, I thought, less chance of him catching me like this. Still, I couldn’t stop myself from swiveling in my chair for another look. His T-shirt clung to his back as he lifted and carried, the muscles in his arms flexing with each load. He moved with the easy strength of someone who did this kind of thing every day, the kind of strength I used to admire when my husband worked out back.

I turned back to my laptop, cheeks warm, pretending to focus on the screen. But every few minutes, I glanced again, stealing another look at the handsome Black man in my yard, knowing I had no business staring but doing it anyway.

A sharp tapping behind me made me jolt in my chair. I whipped around and there he was—James, framed in the glass, smiling at me like he’d caught me red-handed. My stomach dropped, heat rushing into my cheeks. He must have seen me peeking at him.

I gave a nervous little laugh and tugged at the hem of my T-shirt, trying to drag it lower across my thighs as I rolled the chair closer to the window. If I could just unlatch it from here, I’d be safe. No need for him to see more than he already had.

But when I grabbed the handle and yanked, it didn’t move. Locked.

My brain did the math in a flash. The house sat three feet up on its foundation, the window just a couple feet off the floor inside. Which meant if I stood—if I reached up—James’s eyes would be right there, level with the thin strip of white cotton stretched across my hips. There’d be no disguising it. No hiding.

I hesitated, heart hammering, fingers frozen on the frame. James’s smile hadn’t faded. He just waited, steady, watching.

There was no way out. I had to stand.

So I did. Slowly, deliberately, rising from the chair, my shirt climbing inch by inch until I felt the cool air kiss the tops of my thighs. His gaze flicked down, and I knew. He was looking. Looking right at me. My nipples tightened under the thin cotton of my T-shirt, betraying me as I stretched higher for the latch.

It wouldn’t give. I gritted my teeth and pulled harder, arching up onto my toes, knowing the hem had ridden clear above my panties now. Time stretched unbearably long—five seconds that felt like five minutes, my body exposed to him in a way I hadn’t let any man but my husband see.

At last, the latch snapped free with a sharp click. I shoved the window open and collapsed back into the chair, breathless, cheeks burning, skin hot all over. James was still smiling, eyes dark and knowing. My pulse thundered in my ears.

James stood there, expression easy, as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. He even turned his head slightly, like he was giving me privacy. But I’d seen it—that flicker in his eyes when I’d stretched up, the way his gaze had dipped and lingered exactly where it shouldn’t.

My stomach twisted. The cool air between my thighs only sharpened the awareness that my T-shirt had ridden high, baring the thin cotton of my panties just inches from his face. And then another thought hit me, sharp and humiliating: I hadn’t shaved properly. Steve always liked a bit of hair, said it felt natural, even sexy, so I’d never fussed much when he was home. But now, with James standing right there, so close, I was suddenly mortified. Was he seeing that too?

The heat in my cheeks burned hotter, shame and arousal tangling together until I didn’t know which was stronger. I yanked the window open at last, collapsing back into my chair, trying to compose myself. My voice came out too high, too rushed. “Good morning, James. What’s up?”

He met my eyes, steady and composed, as if the last minute hadn’t happened at all. “Oh, sorry to bother you, Shauna. My cell phone’s dead. I was hoping to use yours, if it isn’t any trouble.”

He delivered it smoothly, politely, like a man who hadn’t just stared at my pussy through a thin scrap of white cotton. And maybe that should have reassured me. But my pulse still pounded, and I couldn’t shake the thought: he’d seen.

“Uh, sure... just a second,” I stammered, already dreading the fact that I’d have to get up again. Why didn’t I just throw on some damn shorts? I berated myself as I pushed back from the desk. The thought of standing up under his gaze again sent heat racing through me—half mortification, half something far more dangerous.

I turned in the chair and rose, forcing myself to move naturally, even as every inch of me felt exposed. As I crossed the room, I was acutely aware of how my damp T-shirt shifted against my body, how the thin cotton panties clung. James had a perfect view of my ass through the glass, and I knew it. In the reflection of the opposite window, I caught him—head angled just so, eyes following me. He wasn’t even trying to hide it this time.

I grabbed the phone from its charger in the living room and walked back, heart hammering, trying to pretend this was all perfectly normal. By the time I reached the window again, James had composed himself, gentlemanly as ever, eyes lifted away as though he hadn’t been tracking my every step. I passed the phone through the gap and sank back into the chair, thighs pressing together instinctively.

He stood there making his call, voice low and steady as he confirmed some details with his office about another job later in the week. I should have turned back to my laptop, buried myself in work emails—but instead I sat there, pulse loud in my ears, watching the flex of his arms, the easy confidence in his stance.

At last, I couldn’t take it anymore. I pushed up from the chair and headed for the bedroom to shower and change. This time, I didn’t try to hide the sway of my hips. Embarrassment had melted into something hotter, sharper. My pussy was wet, throbbing with every step, and the awareness of it made my skin prickle. I didn’t even have to look back to know he was watching me again. I could feel it.

Over the past year, I’d gone through something of a reset. I’d stopped pouring that extra glass of wine every evening, stopped lighting up when stress got the better of me. I’d quit smoking before, more times than I could count, but this time it had stuck. The pounds I’d carried around for years started to melt away, slow at first and then suddenly noticeable. Twenty down already, with another twenty to go, and for the first time in a long time I actually liked the reflection in the mirror. Old clothes were sliding back into rotation, the ones I’d shoved to the back of the closet, and every time I buttoned a pair of jeans I hadn’t worn in years, I felt a quiet triumph.

That’s what made this moment even more confusing. Embarrassing, yes—God, humiliating—but there was something flattering too. The way James’s eyes lingered, the subtle but unmistakable way he’d taken me in, it hit somewhere deep. I wasn’t just the wife stuck at home, holding down the fort while my husband worked. I was being seen. Desired. And that alone made my pulse race.

I told myself I hadn’t meant to give him a show. I was too conservative, too careful for that. The circumstances had conspired on their own—the soaked T-shirt, the damn locked window, the way my T-shirt rose no matter how I tugged it down. Out of my control. That’s what I kept insisting, even as the truth buzzed hotter beneath the surface.

I peeked back toward the window. James had finished his call, setting the phone carefully on the sill. A moment later I heard the scrape of wood, the muted thump of boards being stacked in the yard. He was back to work, like nothing at all had happened. Meanwhile, I sat there, skin tingling, heart racing, my body caught between shame and a hunger I hadn’t felt in years.

Since Steve had been gone, I’d gotten myself off plenty of times—more than I liked to admit—but that morning the need was different. Urgent. I couldn’t shake the ache between my legs, the pulse that kept replaying the image of James’s eyes locked on me through that window. Before I even thought twice, I slipped into the bedroom and closed the door behind me.

I went straight to the spot where I kept the one toy that still worked: a thick black dildo Steve had bought years ago, back when his interracial fantasy was just something we toyed with between the sheets. I hadn’t used it often, but every time I held it in my hand, it made me think of those nights when we’d whispered about what it would be like—me with someone else, someone like James. Out of habit I grabbed the KY too, though the heat between my thighs told me I wouldn’t need it.

I lay back on the bed, spread my legs, and let my fingers trail lower. The wetness shocked me. I hadn’t been this soaked in ages, my pussy practically dripping from the mix of humiliation and thrill that morning had left me with.

I pressed the head of the dildo against my lips, letting it hum against my clit before easing it inside, no lube necessary. The vibration made me shudder, my body opening greedily around it. Slowly at first, I slid it deeper, savoring the stretch, the way it filled me. Then I began thrusting harder, faster, until the attached balls nudged against my ass and every movement sent ripples of pleasure through my core.

My hips moved on their own, chasing the fantasy I swore I wouldn’t indulge. James’s face. James’s hands. James standing where the toy was, his cock driving into me. The thought pushed me right to the edge—until a sharp noise outside the room snapped me back.

I froze, breath caught in my throat. Heart pounding, I tossed the dildo aside, grabbed my robe, and cracked the door. The hall was still, the house silent. From outside came the distant thump of boards and the scrape of tools—James at the fence, working like nothing was wrong.

I stood there for a long moment, clutching my robe tight, still throbbing, still slick between my legs. The arousal hadn’t gone anywhere. If anything, it burned hotter now, fueled by the danger of almost being caught.

Good grief, I can’t ever get a moment to myself, I muttered as I headed for the phone sitting on the window sill. Just as I reached for it, the damn thing rang, making me jump. Heart racing, I snatched it up and answered.

The instant I pressed it to my ear, a wave of scent washed over me—James’s cologne, warm and clean, still clinging to the handset from where he’d held it earlier. It was subtle, but it wrapped around me in a way that made my chest tighten.

The caller introduced herself as a coworker of James, asking if he was nearby. “Hold on,” I said quickly, leaning toward the open window. “James! Phone!”

He turned at the sound of my voice. My breath caught. At some point he’d stripped off his shirt, and now his body glistened under the morning sun. A fine sheen of sweat highlighted every line of muscle, the dark planes of his chest and shoulders catching the light in a way that made it impossible to look anywhere else. He moved toward me with easy confidence, and I stood there like an idiot, phone in hand, staring.

When he reached me, I passed it through. His fingers brushed mine deliberately, and he gave me a quick wink, a smile that seemed to say he knew exactly what effect he was having. Heat climbed up my neck, and I had to force myself to turn back to my desk, pretending to busy myself with emails.

I sank into the chair, screen glowing with new messages, my friend pinging me on IM, but my focus was shot. Every few keystrokes I stole glances back at the window. A minute later James returned, phone in one hand, his T-shirt dangling casually from the other, bare chest still slick from the work and the heat.

I settled back at the computer, determined to act normal, to drown myself in the safety of work and chatter. My inbox was piling up, and my friend had already sent two messages: So? Is Mr. Fence Guy still there?

I typed back quickly, Yep. Out there working away. Nothing exciting, trying to keep it breezy, detached.

But it was a lie. Every few seconds my eyes flicked toward the window. James was still standing there shirtless, phone in one hand, T-shirt dangling in the other. The sun lit up the cut of his abs, the sheen of sweat on his chest. My friend pinged again: You’ve gone quiet... what are you staring at?

I bit my lip and forced my fingers across the keys: Just trying to get through emails, multitasking.

Multitasking, sure. But the truth was, my head was nowhere near the screen. All I could think about was the way his jeans clung low on his hips, how thick his thighs looked under the fabric, how that bulge I’d glimpsed last night had seemed impossible to ignore.

My friend wrote back another joke, but I barely read it. I shifted in my chair, thighs pressing together, and the thought slammed into me again, uninvited, undeniable: God, I want to see his cock.

The words echoed in my mind as I typed some half-hearted reply, hands on the keyboard while my imagination went somewhere else entirely.

James came back a few minutes later, wiping his hands on his jeans.

“Shauna, I’ve got to run over to the office real quick. Half an hour tops. Won’t slow me down—I’ll stay late if I have to.”

“Sure, no worries,” I said automatically. Then, for no reason I could explain, I added, “I was about to jump in the shower anyway.” The words left my mouth before I could catch them, and my cheeks warmed instantly.

“Mind if I use your restroom before I jet?” he asked.

“Of course,” I said, forcing a casual tone. “Come on in through the back.”

He slipped on his T-shirt as he came around the door, and I poured him a glass of ice water. He drained it gratefully, then nodded toward the hallway. “Which way?”

I winced. The family bathroom was a disaster—still overtaken by the kids’ blow-up dinosaur that filled half the space. There was no way I was sending him in there. “Uh... just use the master,” I said, gesturing toward the bedroom.

He nodded, easy as ever, and disappeared down the hall.

That’s when it hit me like a brick.

Oh, shit.

The dildo. The big black dildo Steve had bought me—the one I’d been using not an hour earlier—still lying right there on the bed. I’d meant to shove it under the covers, but I couldn’t remember if I had.

Panic shot through me. My legs carried me down the hall before I could think.

I edged into the bedroom, heart hammering. There it was, plain as day: my big black toy stretched across the white bedspread, shameless in its contrast. I felt the blood rush to my face, mortified.

I darted forward, praying I could grab it before he came out. But then I noticed the bathroom door—left slightly ajar. I froze.

Through the crack, I could see him standing at the toilet. His T-shirt was pushed up, one hand steadying himself, the other wrapped around the thickest cock I had ever seen. For a second, I couldn’t breathe.

My eyes locked on it, heavy and long in his grip, and I stood dazed, transfixed, my pulse roaring in my ears. Then my gaze flicked up—and there he was, looking straight into the mirror.

Our eyes met. He was smiling.

The instant our eyes met in that mirror, heat flooded my face. I stumbled back, clutching the robe tighter around me, and practically bolted from the doorway. My heart was pounding so hard it echoed in my ears. By the time I reached the living room, I was breathless, trying to act like nothing had happened, though my whole body screamed otherwise.

A moment later James emerged, calm as ever, tucking his shirt back down and carrying himself like a man who hadn’t just caught me gawking at his cock. He paused in the doorway, that easy smile spreading across his face.

“Alright, I’ll head over to the office,” he said, voice smooth, unbothered. “Won’t be long.” Then, with a little tilt of his head and the faintest glint in his eyes, he added, “I’m sure the time will... fly.”

The word hung in the air, deliberate, unmistakable. My stomach dropped. He knew. He’d seen the toy.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out—just a nervous laugh that sounded as guilty as I felt.

James grinned wider, like he’d made his point, then gave a casual wave. “See you in a bit, Shauna.” And just like that, he was gone, the back door clicking shut behind him, leaving me flushed, rattled, and throbbing in places I couldn’t ignore.


Boiling Point

I was at the counter, waiting for the kettle to boil, when I sensed him before I saw him. James had come back quietly, and when I turned, he was right there—so close his size filled the space, the air seeming to shrink between us. He didn’t touch me, didn’t crowd me, but his presence alone was overwhelming.

“Coffee smells good,” he said, casual, eyes steady on mine. Then, after a beat, his voice dropped lower. “I liked what I saw earlier.”

My throat went dry. I gripped the edge of the counter, trying to swallow down the lump in my chest.

“And that toy,” he added, gaze flicking toward me knowingly. “How’s it working out for you? The real thing...” his mouth curved into a slow smile, “...is even better.”

The words hit me like a punch to the stomach. I opened my mouth to answer, but nothing coherent came out. “I—I don’t... I mean, it’s fine, it works, but...” My cheeks burned. The more I tried to explain, the more ridiculous I sounded.

James didn’t press. He just looked at me for a moment, as if weighing something in his mind. Then, without a word, he reached down and slid his zipper open.

I froze.

His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, already hard, and my breath caught in my throat. It was almost identical in size to the dildo I’d been using—eight inches of thick, black steel—but seeing it in front of me, alive, real, made the toy seem cheap and hollow by comparison.

Neither of us moved. Neither of us spoke. The kitchen was filled with silence, thick with the unspoken. My heart hammered as I stood there, caught between panic and a pull I couldn’t deny.

“I can go if you want,” James said, his voice steady, almost gentle.

I froze, my head spinning. I was a mess—completely out of control, caught in a situation I hadn’t planned for, hadn’t prepared myself to face. Part of me screamed for him to tuck that monster back into his jeans and walk out the door. But another part... God, another part of me was trembling with need.

The sight of him standing there—so close, so powerful, that thick black cock hanging heavy and proud—was intoxicating. And worse, it wasn’t unfamiliar. My mind betrayed me, flashing back to all those nights with Steve when we’d whispered about this very moment. Him hard inside me while I moaned about another man, a Black man, about being stretched wide by a cock bigger than his. Steve had begged me to talk like this, had groaned at the idea of me being taken, used, filled.

And now here it was. The fantasy we’d only ever played at in the dark had walked straight into my kitchen.

“No... don’t go. I—” The words tumbled out, shaky and desperate, but before I could finish, James closed the distance in one step. His mouth crashed onto mine, lips full and hot, stealing my breath.

For a second I was frozen, numb, my body paralyzed by the rush of it. His tongue slid past my lips, slow and sure, and instinct warred with desire. I hesitated—then melted. My tongue found his, tangling, tasting, the kiss deepening until the world around us dissolved. My head spun, dizzy with adrenaline and want.

His arms wrapped around me, strong and unyielding, pulling me against him until I felt every inch of his size. His cock pressed hard against my stomach, thick and pulsing, and I whimpered into his mouth, all resistance fading into heat. I clutched the back of his head, kissing him harder, grinding unconsciously against his thigh, every nerve lit with fire. His erection pushed higher, heavy enough that I could feel it just beneath my breasts, the sheer scale of it overwhelming.

Then he caught my wrist, guiding my hand down between us. My breath hitched as he pressed my palm to his cock.

It was enormous. Hot. Alive.

My fingers curled instinctively, stroking him, exploring every inch. The silky skin stretched tight over iron, the thick shaft so wide I couldn’t close my hand around it. My thumb hovered, never meeting my fingertips, the girth defying me. I trailed lower, cupping the weight of his balls—huge, swollen, heavy in my hand. A moan slipped from my throat, muffled against his kiss, as my knees went weak.

I had never touched a Black man before. Never thought I really would. And here I was, stroking a cock so big, so thick, it made every whispered fantasy with Steve feel suddenly real.

James eased back from the kiss, his hands resting heavy on my shoulders. I didn’t need words to know what he wanted—and God help me, I wanted it too.

The truth is, I’ve always loved sucking cock. There’s something about it—the way being on my knees strips away control, the way a man’s body tenses when I take him deep, the taste, the weight—that makes me feel both powerless and powerful at the same time. Steve gets it all the time, sometimes more than sex itself, because I crave it. Every man I’ve ever been with has learned quickly that I’ll drop to my knees and give myself over, because I love the act, the surrender, the thrill of letting them take from me.

And now, faced with James—this towering, broad-shouldered man with the biggest cock I’d ever laid eyes on—there wasn’t a doubt in my mind what came next.

I sank slowly to the floor, knees pressing into the kitchen tile, eyes level with his monstrous erection. My pulse hammered in my ears as I finally saw, really saw, what I’d only felt in my hand moments earlier. It was breathtaking—thick, long, dark, and pulsing with life. My lips parted, my breath shallow, as I stared at it, hungry and awed all at once.

Up close, it looked even bigger than it had in my hand—thick, veined, heavy, easily eight inches, maybe nine. My heart pounded as I leaned in, lips brushing the broad, dark head. For one shaky moment, the voice in my head screamed that this was wrong. That I should stop, push him away, remind myself I was a married woman.

But then another voice rose louder—the one that remembered Steve whispering in the dark, his breath hot against my ear: I want to see you with a big Black cock in your mouth. I want to watch you take it. Those nights, I’d moaned for him, let him push me deeper into the fantasy. And now, here it was—real, alive, inches from my lips.

My mouth opened before I could think. I wrapped my lips around the swollen crown and sucked lightly, flicking the tip with my tongue. The taste was musky, intoxicating, and the sheer weight of him against my tongue sent a shiver down my spine. I eased forward, stretching my jaw to take the first few inches. Two, maybe three, and already I felt filled, my throat protesting, but my pussy clenched with arousal.

James groaned above me, the sound raw and guttural, his hips twitching as my mouth worked him. His hands slid into my hair, big fingers massaging my scalp as if he was savoring every second. Then his grip tightened, more deliberate. He pressed at the back of my head, guiding me, slow but firm, until the tip nudged deeper against the roof of my mouth.

I gagged lightly, but the sound only seemed to fuel him. Heat roared through me. Every nerve screamed at the wrongness of it, yet my body was on fire, desperate, hungry. My lips sealed tighter around his thickness, and I let him begin to fuck my mouth, his cock sliding in and out, each thrust pushing me further under his control.

And God help me—I loved it.

The first push was almost too much. My throat convulsed, a sharp gag tearing out of me as my eyes watered. James slowed immediately, easing back, letting me adjust. His cock slid shallower, the fat crown stretching my lips but giving me space to breathe.

I swallowed hard, breathing through my nose, willing myself to relax. I’d sucked plenty of cocks before—Steve’s countless times, a few other men before him. Some were thick, some long, but nothing had ever felt like this. Nothing this massive, this unrelenting. Even the biggest I’d taken in the past didn’t compare.

I didn’t want to fail. Not now. Not with him.

My hands slid around to his ass, fingers digging into the rock-hard muscle as I urged him closer. I moaned around his shaft, the sound vibrating against him, begging for more. The scent of his sex—raw and male, laced with sweat—flooded my senses and made me dizzy with need.

He began to move again, slow and steady, each thrust pressing deeper, stretching me further. My jaw ached, my throat burned, but the more I struggled, the more determined I became. I wanted to give this to him. I wanted to prove I could take it.

And somehow, impossibly, I did. Inch by inch, I opened for him until three-quarters of his length was sliding down my throat, my lips stretched wide around the base. I couldn’t believe it—Steve was barely over six inches, and even he could be hard to deep-throat at times. Yet here I was, gagging, drooling, choking—and still forcing myself to take eight, maybe nine inches of thick, throbbing cock.

Every time he bottomed out, my throat spasmed around him, milking him, my eyes streaming as I clung to his ass and pulled him deeper. It felt obscene, impossible... and I’d never been so turned on in my life.

James pulled his cock free from my mouth, leaving me panting, saliva slick on my lips and chin. It swung heavy beside my face, and even then I couldn’t stop myself from licking at it, desperate, like my tongue had a will of its own. My pussy throbbed, aching, soaking wet.

He lifted me in his arms with ease, carried me across the room, and set me down on the bed. His gaze locked on mine, steady and unshakable. “Now it’s your turn, sweet thing,” he said, voice low and commanding.

That’s when the guilt hit me hard. Sucking his cock, I could almost rationalize—that was Steve’s fantasy, the game we’d played so many nights in bed. Him jerking off while I whispered about a big Black cock stretching my lips, filling my mouth. But this? Him between my legs, his mouth on me? Steve had never once said he wanted that.

And then another wave of shame: I hadn’t shaved. Not trimmed, not cleaned up, nothing. I was completely bare of effort, my pussy hairy in a way Steve liked—because he always said it felt womanly, natural—but now the thought of James, this tall, perfect man, seeing me raw and unshaven made my stomach twist.

Still, my body betrayed me. I leaned back on the bed, thighs parting on instinct. His eyes dropped between my legs. I knew exactly what he was seeing: my mound covered in a dark, messy thatch of hair, glistening with wetness, juices smeared across my inner thighs. My cheeks flamed with humiliation.

James didn’t flinch. He just slid a hand up to my breasts, massaging, pinching lightly at my nipples, while his mouth lowered toward me. The heat of his breath hit first, then the slow drag of his tongue over my soaked lips.

“Oh, God,” I gasped, back arching.

He flicked my clit, deliberate, slow, making me moan despite the shame burning through me. When he pressed his face in deeper, tongue pushing into my pussy through the wiry hair, nose grinding against my clit, I lost control.

I bucked, clawing at the sheets, trying to get him further inside. My head swam with guilt—this wasn’t supposed to happen, not like this—but the flood of pleasure was stronger. My hips rolled, grinding against his mouth, the sound of his tongue working me obscene and wet.

Hairy or not, guilty or not, I was his in that moment.

James shifted beneath me, climbing onto the bed and stretching out on his back. His eyes locked on mine as he patted his chest, voice thick with command. “Straddle my face. Ride it. Fuck me with that pussy.”

The words hit like fire. Any last trace of hesitation melted away. This wasn’t him taking anymore—this was me choosing. Me giving in to everything Steve and I had whispered in the dark. The fantasy wasn’t a game now. It was alive, breathing beneath me.

I swung a leg over him and lowered myself down, hovering just above his mouth. For a split second, nerves flickered—what if I hurt him, what if he tasted the mess of my hairy, dripping cunt and pulled away? But then his voice growled up through the heat.

“C’mon, Shauna. Ride my face like you mean it. Don’t be afraid.”

That was it. The dam broke.

I dropped down onto his mouth, his tongue spearing up into me, and I ground against him hard, wet hair and all. The sound was obscene—his lips sucking, his tongue working, my juices coating his chin. And I didn’t care. I was past caring. I was free.

Moaning, I leaned forward, my hands braced on his chest, then reached down between us. His cock was already hard, jutting up like steel, thick and pulsing. My fingers wrapped around it and I gasped at the heat, the weight, the impossible girth. Even with my hand stretched wide, I couldn’t circle it completely.

Grinding my pussy down on his face, I pumped him, stroking from the thick base all the way to the swollen head, slick with precum. Every thrust of my hips smeared me further across his mouth, his tongue driving deeper, his nose nudging my clit, while my fist slid up and down his cock like I was trying to milk the life out of him.

The guilt was gone. The fear was gone. All that was left was raw, unshackled desire. I was riding his face, jacking his cock, and for the first time, I felt the fantasy was truly mine.


Mine

Before I could catch my breath, James’s arms wrapped around me. In one fluid motion he lifted me off his face, my thighs still trembling, and tossed me down onto the bed. The sheer power of it stole the air from my lungs—how easily he moved me, how quick, how controlled. My heart raced, adrenaline spiking as I landed on my back, hair spilling across the pillow.

Then I saw it—my dildo in his hand. The black one. The one I’d been using earlier.

My mouth opened, but no words came before he pressed the tip between my swollen lips and drove it deep, burying it to the base in one savage thrust.

“Oh—my God!” I cried out, the sudden stretch burning and thrilling all at once. My back arched, hands clawing at the sheets, legs flying open wider as the fake cock filled me completely.

James leaned over me, watching my every reaction, and began to fuck me with it, hard and relentless. The rubber slammed into me with wet, obscene sounds, each thrust pushing me further up the mattress. I gasped, moaned, my body convulsing, my pussy gripping tight around the toy as if it were him.

The pressure built fast—too fast. My head lolled back against the bed, sweat breaking out across my chest, nipples straining upward. My thighs shook, juices soaking down over his hand, the toy, the sheets. Every plunge of the dildo drove me closer to madness.

“You like this fake black cock of yours?” His voice was rough, taunting, his eyes locked on mine. He shoved the toy deep again, grinding it against my cervix. “How about a real black cock? You want to feel my cock inside that hot pussy? You want to know what the real thing feels like?”

I screamed through staggered breaths, body thrashing, every nerve aflame. “Oh God—yes! Yes! Please! I want it—I want that giant cock deep inside me! Please, James!”

The words tore out of me raw, shameless. I didn’t care about the risk. Didn’t care that there was no condom. Every thought of restraint was gone, burned away by the fever coursing through me. All I wanted—all I needed—was him, right then, buried inside me.

James pulled the dildo from me with a wet sound and tossed it carelessly aside. My body clenched around nothing, aching, desperate. He rose onto his knees and slid between my thighs, spreading me open.

I reached for him, lips parted, and he met me halfway. His mouth crushed down on mine, tasting of my own arousal, his tongue claiming me while his cock pressed heavy against my entrance. The heat of him was shocking—so different from the cold rubber toy. Alive. Hard. Pulsing.

The fat head slid along my lips, smearing me open, teasing the entrance without entering. I could feel the beat of his heart through it, every throb a promise of what he was holding back. I wrapped my ankles around his legs, hooked my hands onto his ass, trying to pull him in. My body screamed for it, for him, and still he held back.

“You really want to feel this inside you, don’t you?” His voice was a growl, low and deliberate.

“Yes!” I gasped, straining against him. “Please!”

He grinned, cruel in his patience. “Is this your first taste of Black cock?”

Shame and arousal tangled in my chest. My voice broke. “Yes. First. Please... please, James, don’t tease me. Just fuck me.”

But he didn’t. He kept the head poised at my entrance, sliding it just enough to make me whimper, pulling back each time I tried to push forward.

“I wanna hear you beg for it,” he murmured, eyes locked on mine. “I like to feel desirable too.”

The words stripped away the last pretense, the last shield I could have raised later to say it wasn’t me choosing. He was making me own it. Making me beg.

Tears pricked the corners of my eyes from sheer frustration. “Please, dammit! Please, I want it—I need it! I haven’t been fucked in so long. I want you to split me open with that cock. I want you to fuck me senseless!”

The sound of my own pleading echoed in my ears, raw, desperate, shameless. And he smiled, triumphant, knowing I was his.

James teased me until I was trembling, then at last he shifted his hips forward. The fat crown stretched me wide, forcing me open inch by inch.

“Ahh—God...” The words tore out of me, half cry, half moan.

It felt like I was being split in two, my body struggling to take him, but the heat and the pressure were exquisite. He didn’t slam; he drove in one long, steady push, until I could feel his pelvis grind against mine and the heavy weight of his balls nestle against my ass.

Pain lanced through me, sharp and hot, but it was braided with a pleasure so intense it stole the breath from my lungs. I gasped, clutching at him, every nerve screaming as his cockhead pressed into the very back of me. It felt like he was rearranging me, pushing my cervix upward, filling every inch of me that had ever felt empty.

He held still, letting me adjust, his chest pressed to mine, his breath hot against my cheek. The sensation was indescribable—overwhelming fullness, my pussy stretched tighter than it had ever been, my body clenching around him involuntarily.

When he finally eased back, I whimpered at the loss. Then he thrust forward again, slow, relentless, until his pelvis mashed into mine. Over and over, a steady rhythm, each stroke forcing air from my lungs, making me exhale in little gasps as though my body had surrendered control.

I glanced down and nearly sobbed at the sight—my stomach shifting, my belly giving the faintest movement each time he buried himself to the hilt. It looked and felt like my insides were being pushed out of the way to make room for him.

By the fifth or sixth thrust, my body gave in completely. My head snapped back against the pillow, my lip caught hard between my teeth, and I exploded. My pussy spasmed violently, pulsing around his cock as the orgasm ripped through me. My legs shook, my arms went numb, my head spun like I was drunk. I could barely breathe, gasping, hyperventilating, while my body convulsed beneath him.

Still, James didn’t rush. He kept the same slow, grinding rhythm, riding me through it, letting my spasms milk him. My slick poured out around him, making every glide smoother, every stroke deeper, until the burn was replaced by a rolling, liquid pleasure that left me shaking.

“You ok, baby?” he murmured, voice soft, almost tender, as he moved inside me.

“Oh... oh, fuck... yeah...” I gasped between ragged breaths. “I’m fucking fantastic...”

His smile curved above me, cock still driving slow and steady into my wrecked body. “Yes,” he said with quiet certainty, “you certainly are.”

As my body stretched and adjusted to his size, the sharp edge of the pain melted into something else—something deeper, fuller. My pussy clenched around him, gripping tight as if trying to mold itself to his thickness, and once I could take him, James began to move harder.

He drew back nearly all the way, leaving me gasping at the emptiness, and then drove back in with one powerful thrust that made my whole body jolt. Again and again he did it, the long length of him stroking every inch inside me, dragging across walls so sensitive I tingled all the way to my fingertips.

Each time he buried himself to the hilt, the topside of his shaft pressed and slid against my clit, sending shocks of pleasure up my spine until my hips moved of their own accord, chasing every stroke. It was undeniable—size mattered. No toy, no lover before, not even Steve, had ever filled me in a way that let me feel all of this at once: the stretch, the fullness, the clit stimulation, the sheer depth of him rearranging me.

Soon he found a rhythm, powerful and relentless, that had the bed frame rattling against the wall. His stamina was unreal—every thrust still full, every grind deliberate, as if he could go on forever. My cries turned to sobs of pleasure, the room thick with the sound of skin slapping skin, the bed squealing beneath us.

I turned my head, desperate to ground myself, and caught sight of us in the mirror. My breath caught in my throat. The reflection was raw, obscene, utterly surreal—my pale body sprawled open, his dark form looming over me, his cock driving in and out of me in long, merciless strokes.

“God...” I whispered, half to myself. I had never imagined I’d see myself like this, never believed fantasy would turn into something so starkly real.

James followed my gaze, his eyes meeting mine in the glass. His lips curved into a knowing smile as he kept driving into me, harder now, as if to make sure I’d never forget the sight.

“You feel that?” James grunted between thrusts, his cock driving deep, stretching me to my limit. “You ever been fucked this hard before?”

I cried out, my nails clawing into the sheets, my body jerking with every brutal stroke. “N-no... never... oh God, James!”

He slammed into me again, harder, grinding deep until I gasped, my vision swimming. “You ever had a cock this big inside you? Filling you like this?”

The words set me on fire. Shame and desire tangled in my throat as I moaned, “No! Never... it’s too big... it’s perfect... oh fuck!”

James growled, leaning over me, his chest pressing against my back as he pounded me deeper. “That’s right. Your husband’s not this big, is he?”

The question pierced through me like a blade. My mouth opened, but only a broken moan escaped, my body answering before my words could. I was clenching around him, cumming again, helpless against the truth he was dragging out of me.

“You look fucking amazing like this,” he said, sweat dripping from his temples as he watched himself vanish inside me. “White skin stretched around this big Black cock... it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Before I could respond, he scooped me up like I weighed nothing, settling me upright on his lap, still impaled. My pussy screamed at the stretch, trembling as he turned me, then laid me flat on my belly. He pulled my hips up, arranging me like a rag doll, and drove back into me from behind.

The angle was devastating. He hit spots inside me I didn’t even know existed, nerves sparking raw pleasure through my body. His pace grew savage, primal, the sound of his hips slamming against my ass echoing through the room.

I tried to match him, tried to meet each thrust, but I couldn’t keep up. He was too strong, too relentless, turning me inside out. Wave after wave of orgasm crashed over me until I was babbling, begging, saying filthy things I never thought I’d hear myself say.

I was gone, lost to it, wildly fucked by this big Black man I’d only just met—and loving every single second of it.

James was already fucking me like a machine, his cock pistoning in and out, stretching me to my breaking point. Just as I thought I couldn’t take another ounce of sensation, his hand slid lower. Slick with the flood of my orgasms, his thumb pressed against my asshole and eased inside.

“Ahhh—oh fuck!” I screamed, my whole body seizing up as new sparks exploded inside me. The sensation was shocking, almost too much, my pussy clenching hard around him as his thumb massaged deep into my ass.

The overload tore a raw scream from my throat. I buried my face in the mattress, muffling the words as they ripped out of me. “Holy fuck! You fucking stud! I can’t believe what you’re doing to me. I’ve never—oh God—I’ve never felt anything like this! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

My pleas only seemed to drive him further. With a growl, James shifted his stance and unleashed on me, pounding harder, faster, every thrust hammering through me until my arms gave out. I collapsed flat against the mattress, my ass still lifted helplessly by his grip, while he drove into me mercilessly.

He fucked me like that, flat on my belly, the bed rattling beneath us. Then he started angling—slamming from one side, then the other, changing direction with each thrust. Every stroke found a new spot inside me, nerves I didn’t even know I had lighting up like firecrackers. My pussy felt raw, wrecked, stretched to its limit, and still I wanted more.

I clawed weakly at the sheets, gasping, “I’ll never walk again... oh God, you’re breaking me...” but my body betrayed me, spasming with orgasm after orgasm as he kept going.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of being fucked inside out, I felt him change. His thrusts grew shorter, sharper, his rhythm faltering into something more urgent. His breathing, steady and strong until now, broke into ragged gasps. I knew the signs—James was about to cum, and my whole body tensed, bracing, desperate, terrified, and hungry for it all at once.

“James... I don’t take birth control. I can’t—I don’t want to get pregnant,” I managed to gasp, the words tumbling out in the only flash of sanity I’d had in hours.

His thrusts didn’t falter, but his voice came rough, close to breaking. “I had a vasectomy three years ago. My boys can’t swim.” His eyes burned into mine, his chest heaving as he drove deeper. “Do you want me to pull out?”

For a heartbeat, I froze. My body quaked beneath him, every nerve lit up, my pussy clenching hungrily around his cock. This man was giving me the fucking of my life—taking me in ways I never imagined, pulling screams out of me I didn’t know I had.

Did I want him to stop short now? Did I want him to deny me that last, devastating piece?

I turned my head just enough to see him, to catch his gaze out of the corner of my eye. Sweat dripped from his temple, his mouth set in a snarl of effort. My heart pounded. I licked my lips, my voice low and smoky, the sexiest sound I could summon through ragged breaths.

“No, James,” I whispered, trembling. “Don’t pull out. I want all of it. I want you to cum inside me.”

The words tasted dangerous, forbidden—and yet they rolled off my tongue like a prayer.

“No. I want you to cum in me. Pump it deep. Fill me with your cum, you stud!” I gasped, the words spilling out between his pounding thrusts.

That was all it took. James shifted, driving in long, deliberate strokes, burying himself to the hilt each time. His pelvis stiffened against mine, his back arched, and suddenly his cock pulsed violently inside me.

“Oh—oh fuck, girl... damn!” he hollered, the sound raw, unrestrained, as he erupted.

I cried out with him, my body shuddering as I felt the hot, wet bursts filling me. Each spasm of his cock seemed to flood deeper, my pussy clenching tight around him as if to drink down every drop. The sensation was overwhelming—so much heat, so much pressure, that I swore I could feel the thick streams pumping against the very end of me.

I wrapped my legs around him, holding him there, locked together as he emptied himself inside me. My own body trembled through aftershocks, my clit throbbing as his cum slicked every inch of me.

When at last his thrusts slowed, his chest heaving, he sagged against me. His cock slid free, still wet and heavy, resting against the curve of my ass. His arm draped over my back, strong but loose now, no longer commanding—just holding.

We lay there in silence, bodies slick with sweat, hearts pounding in sync. I turned to face him, and he looked magnificent—his skin gleaming, muscles carved and hard even in exhaustion. When our lips met again, the kiss was tender, almost reverent, a strange counterpoint to the primal chaos we had just unleashed.

I was utterly spent. Wrecked. And yet, in that moment, I’d never felt more alive.

We lay tangled together, his huge hands roaming lazily over my worn-out body. My chest rose and fell against his, every muscle still trembling from the wreckage he’d left me in. For a few blissful minutes, I forgot the world outside that bedroom even existed.

Then my eyes flicked toward the clock.

11:20.

My stomach dropped. “Shit!” I gasped, sitting up too fast, my thighs clenching around the sudden, wet reminder of what James had left inside me. “I’ve got a conference call at eleven-thirty!”

The fog of arousal evaporated in an instant, replaced by a frantic rush of reality. Cum was seeping down my inner thighs, sticky and hot, threatening to stain the sheets. My hair was a mess, my body flushed and trembling, and the thought of trying to pull myself together to sound professional in less than ten minutes almost made me laugh.

James smirked, propping himself up on one elbow, utterly unbothered. “Guess I didn’t just put the fence on the back burner,” he teased, his eyes raking over me.

I scrambled off the bed, clutching at my robe, my legs still shaky, my pussy still gaping and slick. “No, seriously—I need a shower, now. I can’t get on a work call like this—full of your cum!”

The words slipped out raw, unfiltered, and his grin widened, knowing exactly what he’d done to me.

James stood there, naked, his massive cock hanging heavy as it softened, a lazy smile on his lips. “So... can we make this a regular event?” he asked, scooping up his clothes.

The question hit me like a jolt. For a second, I almost laughed—it felt so surreal after what we’d just done. But then the truth cut through: I didn’t want to be that woman, the one who sneaks around, arranging trysts behind her husband’s back. What had happened wasn’t planned. It wasn’t some scheme. It was a chain of chance events, one after another, sweeping me along until I was too turned on to say no. And God, I had enjoyed it—more than I ever thought possible. But the answer still had to be no.

I told him so, gently but firmly. James nodded, understanding. He admitted he’d gotten caught up too, that it had felt like fate pulling us into this. He said he’d never cheated on his wife, and he wasn’t looking to break up anyone’s family. Still, he left the door open with a half-smile. “You know where to find me if you change your mind.” I knew it was flattery, but I also knew he meant it.

“Can I have one last kiss before I get back to work?” he asked.

“Absolutely,” I whispered.

His lips pressed to mine, slow and lingering, tongues tangling one last time. When I pulled back, it was with a half-smile and a warning. “Better go before I lose my willpower again.” He chuckled, winked, and disappeared into the bathroom to wash up before dressing. Moments later, he was gone, the sound of hammering starting up again outside like nothing had happened.

I sat on the bed in a daze. My thighs were slick, cum still seeping out of my swollen pussy, pooling on the sheets. I pressed a hand between my legs and winced at the soreness; I’d be feeling this for days.

Then panic hit me. The clock. 11:25.

“Shit—my call.” My chest tightened. I had five minutes before I was supposed to be on a conference call, sounding professional and in control, while my body was a wreck, full of James’s cum, hair a mess, skin flushed.

I scrambled for my robe, cinching it tight, trying to ignore the trickle running down my thigh. For a moment I considered skipping the call—but no. Normal life had to continue. That was the cruelest part: the world didn’t stop for orgasms, for betrayal, for fantasies made real.

I darted into the bathroom, splashed water on my face, ran a comb through my hair, but there was no undoing what I’d just done. As I sat down at my laptop, heart still racing, the echo of James’s cock inside me still thrumming in my body, I forced my voice steady for the waiting conference line.

Somehow, I had to pretend I was just another wife, another professional, another normal woman.

But inside, I knew everything had changed.


Aftermath

It had been a few weeks since James finished the fence, and the thing I’d originally seen as just another home project had become something more. With those tall panels standing solid, the garden felt like my own private world. I could slip outside in the afternoons, peel my top off, and stretch out in the sun without worrying about curious eyes. Sometimes I’d even let my hand wander between my legs, daring myself to touch, to play, knowing no one could see.

But the fence also became a cage of sorts, one that trapped me with the weight of what had happened. Every night, when the house was quiet, I’d crawl into bed, grab the big black dildo from its hiding place, and fuck myself raw while James’s face filled my mind. Sometimes I’d cry as I came, overwhelmed by the guilt and shame, yet unable to stop. The memory of his cock, his voice, the way he held me—it was stronger than my willpower.

Steve and I kept in touch, of course. Long calls, the usual WhatsApp messages, sometimes even turning dirty and playful, feeding the fantasies we’d always shared. And every time I almost told him the truth, my fingers hovering over the keyboard, my voice catching on the line, I pulled back.

Until one morning, lying in bed with the sun bleeding through the blinds, I couldn’t hold it in anymore.

“Hi, honey,” I typed, thumbs trembling. “I was just dreaming. It was... so fucking hot. So real.”

Seconds later his reply buzzed back. “Oh really? Well tell me more.”

I hesitated at first, staring at the little blinking cursor. Then my thumbs started moving almost on their own.

“It felt so real,” I typed. “Like I could still feel it when I woke up. It started so innocently... I flashed my panties, just for fun. And then I got caught—playing with that big black dildo you bought me.”

The dots appeared instantly. “Fuck, baby... you’re killing me. Tell me everything.”

So I did. Only they weren’t fantasies, not really. They were memories—burned into me so vividly I couldn’t dress them up as dreams even if I tried. I told him about the kiss, about how strong and hungry it was, about how his tongue dominated mine. I told him how he went down on me, how I was dripping, trembling, gasping his name. Then I confessed how he fucked me—huge, relentless, hours of being split open until he exploded inside me.

My phone buzzed, and there was a picture. Steve’s cock, rock hard, veins bulging, precum shining at the tip. “See what your dream’s doing to me?” he wrote.

Heat flushed through me, my fingers trembling as I typed back. “It wasn’t just any guy... it was him. The fencing guy. James” My chest tightened as I hit send, the words looking surreal on the screen.

The dots blinked again. “Holy shit, babe... that was one hot dream. Are you sure you didn’t make some of it up? The details... fuck, I swear I can see it in my head.” Another picture followed, his cock from a different angle, even harder now.

I paused, thumbs hovering over the screen. How far was I really going to take this?

Steve: “Was his cock really that big then?”

I stared at the screen, pulse racing. I could feel how wet I was just from reading it. Slowly, I typed back:

“Yeah. In my dream it wasn’t just big... it was huge.”

A bubble of dots appeared instantly. Then: “How huge?”

I smiled, settling deeper into the sheets. “Longer than yours, baby. Thicker too. When I wrapped my hand around it, my fingers didn’t meet.”

Seconds later, a picture buzzed through—Steve’s cock, rock hard, precum glistening. “Fuck... you’re making me ache. Tell me more.”

“Harder than I’ve ever felt,” I teased. “He stayed like steel the whole time. Every thrust was so deep I thought he was touching places inside me that had never been touched before.”

Steve: “You’re saying he fucked you better than I do?”

My breath caught, but I forced myself to type, fingers trembling. “In the dream... yeah. He stretched me wider, filled me fuller. It felt like he owned my pussy. I couldn’t fight it—I just kept cumming on him over and over.”

There was a pause. Then: “God, that turns me on so much.” Another photo followed, closer this time, precum dripping down his shaft.

I grinned wickedly at the screen, my heart pounding. “So it excites you, Steve? Thinking of me split open by a cock bigger than yours?”

“...Yes.”

“Thinking of me kneeling... gagging on it... my lips stretched wide around that fat Black cock?”

“...Oh fuck, yes.”

I let him hang for a second before pushing harder. “Say it. Tell me what you really want. Tell me exactly what my husband dreams about.”

The reply took longer this time, like he was struggling to force it out. Then it came:

“I want to watch you on your knees. Mouth stuffed full of a big Black cock. Drool pouring down your chin. I want to see you choke on it, take it all, while I stroke myself watching.”

I moaned out loud as I read it, heat pooling low in my belly. My fingers slipped between my thighs, slick and trembling. The truth was, I was already there—crying out for James while Steve’s words pushed me further into the memory.

Steve: “Fuck... I can’t stop picturing it. Tell me more about his cock.”

I let my thumbs hover, savoring the moment. “It was so thick, Steve. When I went down on him, I could barely fit the head in my mouth. My jaw ached just trying to take him.”

His reply came instantly: “Bigger than me when you deep throat?”

I smirked. “Much bigger. Baby, you know I can take all of you... but with him? I gagged on the first few inches. My throat was burning, drool pouring down my chin... but I couldn’t stop. I wanted to please him.”

A photo buzzed through—his cock again, this time held tight in his fist. “God, I’m so fucking hard. I’d give anything to watch that. My wife choking on a cock like that.”

“Would you?” I teased. “Would you really want to see me on my knees, struggling to fit it in, tears in my eyes while he used my mouth?”

“...Yes. Jesus, yes.”

I pushed deeper, the words flowing out of me faster now. “He held my head, Steve. His hands were so big I felt like a doll. He fucked my mouth until I couldn’t breathe. And when he pulled out, I was drooling all over my tits, my lips swollen, my mascara running. I looked like a slut.”

There was a long pause before Steve replied: “You have no idea how hard that makes me. I’m stroking so fast right now. Tell me how he fucked you, baby. I need to hear it.”

I bit my lip, heart racing, and typed: “When he finally slid into my pussy, it was like being split in half. I’d never been that stretched, not even close. Every thrust rubbed my clit against his thickness, and I came so many times I lost count. He was relentless. He fucked me until my legs went numb.”

Steve: “Bigger. Better. Stronger. That’s what you’re saying, isn’t it?”

I hesitated for just a second, then sent the words that made my body quake as I typed them: “Yes, Steve. In my dream, he fucked me better than you ever have.”

The reply took longer this time, but when it came, it was raw: “Say it again. Tell me. Tell me his cock was bigger than mine.”

I felt tears prick at the corners of my eyes—half guilt, half lust—as my thumbs tapped out the words: “James’s cock was bigger than yours. Longer. Thicker. Harder. And I loved every second of it.”

My heart pounded as I typed: “So... what would you do if I actually did that?”

There was a pause, then his reply came: “You mean if you turned that fantasy into reality?”

“Yes,” I whispered to myself as my thumbs danced. “If it wasn’t just talk. If it actually happened.”

“Well...” the dots blinked, disappeared, came back. “It’d be hot as hell. I mean, the thought of watching you... or even just knowing you’d been with him... fuck. But yeah, it would change things. You know the saying—once you go Black...” He added a laughing emoji, trying to play it off, but I could feel the weight behind it.

I bit my lip. “So you don’t just like the fantasy? You’d actually be okay with it?”

The reply was slower this time. “The fantasy is what gets me off, no doubt. But the idea of it suddenly becoming real—like an impulse, something raw, like in your dream... that’s erotic too. Scary, but erotic.”

My fingers shook as I typed. “What if the opportunity came up and it happened so fast I couldn’t ask first? What if I could only tell you after?”

Another pause. Then: “I trust you, Shauna. I’d trust you to make the right call. If it was spontaneous, if you felt it... I think you’d know what to do. And yeah... I’d be okay with it. More than okay. But you’d have to tell me about it after. Every detail.”

I stared at the words until my vision blurred. There it was—validation. Not just permission, but arousal. My chest fluttered with relief, my pussy clenched tight, slick and desperate.

“God, Steve,” I typed back, “he was so much bigger. Thicker, longer... my pussy was gaping around him. You want to know how that felt?”

“...Yes. Tell me.”

I reached for the drawer, pulled out the big black dildo, and slid it into myself with a wet gasp. My body was already trembling, juices running down my thighs. I snapped a quick picture, the thick toy buried inside me, my pussy stretched wide around it.

The photo sent with a buzz. Then I followed it with the words that tipped him over the edge:

“This isn’t even close to James. He fucked me deeper, harder, longer... and if you say I can, Steve, I’ll do it again. I’ll take every inch while you watch me choke on his cock and beg for more.”

Almost instantly, the dots appeared, vanished, reappeared—then a photo of his cock, spurting across his stomach, followed by a single desperate message: “Fuck... yes, baby. You can do it. I want it.”

The moment Steve’s words lit up my screen, my hand was already between my legs. My pussy was soaked, needy, the dildo still slick inside me. I closed my eyes and let the fantasy take hold.

I imagined James’s mouth on me, his tongue parting my folds, lapping me greedily while his hands pinned my thighs open. I pictured him looking up at me with that hungry stare, his face buried in my unshaven, dripping cunt, tongue pushing deep, nose grinding against my clit.

And behind him—my husband. Steve. Watching. His cock in his fist, stroking slowly, eyes locked on me as he watched James devour me. He was turned on, not angry, not jealous—turned on by his wife spread open, used, taken.

The images collided in my mind, too powerful to hold back. My hips rolled, my fingers circling my clit frantically, and the orgasm ripped through me before I could even fight it.

“Ahhh—fuck!” I gasped into the empty room, legs shaking as wetness gushed out of me. It was hard, violent, waves of pleasure tearing through until I was left trembling, drenched, my body twitching against the sheets.

When it finally eased, I lay there panting, the dildo still buried deep, my phone buzzing in my hand with Steve’s last filthy message. I was drenched in sweat, drenched in cum, and drenched in guilt—yet utterly, shamefully fulfilled.


Moving On

I tried to shake it off. After I came down from that high, I forced myself to get up, straighten the sheets, and sit at the laptop. Work emails, spreadsheets, little tasks to distract me. But my mind wouldn’t stay put. I kept replaying our conversation, going over Steve’s words again and again, analyzing them like clues. Did he really mean it? Did he truly want this... or was it just dirty talk, pillow talk typed out from thousands of miles away?

The question gnawed at me for days. Steve didn’t let it go either—still turned on by my so-called “dream.” He kept asking if I’d had any more. I told him no, not yet, but promised I’d share if I did. Each time I said it, a little thrill curled in my stomach.

A few mornings later, I was pounding away on the treadmill, earbuds in, sweat running down my spine, when the neighbor’s dog went crazy outside. Over the music I heard the crunch of tires on gravel. My stomach flipped.

I slowed the treadmill to a stop, heart hammering, and padded to the window. A truck was pulling up the drive. James’ truck.

A rush of heat and anxiety shot through me all at once—my pulse quickening, my skin prickling. I held my breath as the door swung open.

But it wasn’t James.

Instead, a stocky white man in his forties climbed down, clipboard in hand, looking every inch the contractor. The swell of anticipation in my chest deflated, leaving behind a tangle of disappointment and relief.

He started toward the porch, so I pulled open the door before he could knock.

“Hi, you must be Shauna,” he said brightly. “Good morning, hope I’m not bothering you.”

“No, not at all,” I answered, my smile polite though my insides were still in knots. “What can I do for you?”

Before the man with the clipboard could answer, I caught movement from the corner of my eye. The passenger door opened, and all the breath rushed out of me.

James.

The man who had rocked my world barely a month before stepped down from the truck, tall, broad, effortlessly commanding the space. My anxiety spiked, blood rushing to my cheeks, knees suddenly weak. He looked even better than I remembered—dark skin gleaming in the morning sun, muscles filling out his shirt, that easy confidence in every stride.

The clipboard man was still talking, something about follow-up checks, settling, shifting, a gift certificate for landscaping... but his words blurred into meaningless noise. My eyes were locked on James.

“Hi, Shauna. Great to see you,” he said with a smile and a quick wink that made my stomach flutter.

“Hi, James,” I managed, trying to keep my voice steady while heat spread down my chest. “How’ve you been?”

“Hanging in there. Busy as hell.” He tipped his chin toward the clipboard man. “Joe, you want to check out the fence? Just go around the side.”

Joe nodded, tipped his hat, and disappeared around the house, leaving the two of us alone on the porch.

James leaned casually against the railing, but his presence filled the air, heavy and magnetic. “I’m actually wrapping things up around here. Got a new job in the Bay Area—less than a month, and I’m gone.” His tone was light but carried something like apology.

I swallowed hard. “The Bay Area’s nice... but expensive,” I said, fumbling for words. “I wish you luck. They’re lucky to have you. Good workers like you are hard to find.”

He chuckled at that, low and warm, his smile flashing white against his dark skin. The sound rolled through me, stirring memories I’d been trying to keep locked away.

“You look great,” James said, tipping his head with that grin that still made something melt in my chest.

I tried to play it casual. “Thanks—just got off the treadmill,” I said, feeling ridiculously exposed despite the tee and shorts. My heart was thudding so loudly I was sure he could hear it. “Heard your truck pull up.”

He took that as his opening and slid right in. “So... have you thought about our little rendezvous much?” His voice was easy, but the question cracked the porch silence like a shot.

“‘Little’ is not the adjective I’d pick,” I said, surprised at how blunt I sounded. Even saying it made the memory flare — the weight of him, the way my knees had gone weak. “Yes. I’ve thought about it. A lot.”

He laughed softly, the sound warm. “Same here. That was... damn. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it.” He moved and sat beside me on the bench, close enough that I felt the heat off his arm. Up close, the cologne hit me again—clean, smoky—just like the first time.

“I was hoping I’d hear from you,” he admitted, looking straight at me. “Honestly, that was some of the best sex I’ve had. Ever.”

The forwardness hit me in the good, dangerous place it always did. All I had to do was nod and accept and the memory would become real again. My mind pinged to the conversations with Steve—the late-night fantasies, the messages—and then back down to the place between my thighs where a new, embarrassing heat had been building since I saw him pull up.

“I couldn’t walk right for days,” I said, a little of the old bashfulness giving way to heat. Even admitting it felt licentious.

James’s smile grew, slow and predatory in the best way. “I’d love to do that to you again,” he said simply. “I will—if you give me the chance.”

That was the moment the porch seemed to tilt. The offer was plain, the intent obvious. My pulse hitched. Everything in me answered before my head could sort out the mess of promises and vows and the life I’d built with Steve.

He leaned in, slow enough that I could feel the heat of his breath brushing my skin before his lips ever touched me. My whole body seemed to melt toward him. My eyes fluttered closed, my head tilted, lips parting as instinct betrayed me. When his mouth finally found mine, the world tilted—soft at first, then hungry. His lips were full, delicious, and when his tongue slipped past mine, I answered eagerly, even daring to nip his bottom lip.

His hand found my breast, engulfing it, kneading through the thin cotton of my top until my nipple hardened beneath his palm. He pulled me closer, pressing me into the bench as his kisses trailed lower—my chin, my throat—leaving sparks racing under my skin. When his lips found my ear, the sharp tug of his teeth sent a shiver down my spine.

“Shauna, I want to fuck you so hard and for so long. You are so damn hot,” he whispered, voice dark, vibrating through me.

By the time his hand slid under the waistband of my shorts, my body had already made the choice my mouth hadn’t. My thighs eased apart, heart hammering as his long fingers slipped between. The first brush over my clit made me gasp, hips twitching forward. Then he pressed lower, parting my folds and sliding inside.

The stretch of his finger, the certainty of his touch, made me whimper. I was soaked, shamefully ready.

“Damn, girl, you’re dripping,” he breathed, curling his finger deeper. “You want it, don’t you?”

“Oh, God... James,” I panted, clutching at his arm. “Yes, I want it. I really want it. But—we can’t. Not here, not now.”

The words barely cleared my lips when he pulled away in a sharp, practiced motion. One second I was open, aching for him, the next I was empty and blinking, dazed by the sudden loss.

Before I could speak, Joe’s voice carried around the corner. “Looks good, James—you put her up real nice.”

I froze, blood pounding in my ears.

James straightened instantly, his tone smooth, casual. “Yeah, I really took my time on this one,” he said, tossing me a wicked wink only I could see.

I sat there flushed and shaking, barely able to catch my breath.

“Well, Shauna, give me a call if you need any other work done,” James said, flashing that big white smile. Then, quieter, for me alone: “We’ll be just down the street all week.” His hand closed around mine, strong and warm, pulling me up to stand.

As I rose, he leaned in, lips grazing my ear once more. “I truly hope to hear from you.”

All I could do was smile weakly, praying Joe didn’t notice my trembling legs or the way my shorts clung damply between them. I turned away quickly, waving them off as they climbed into the truck.

When the gravel dust settled, I collapsed back onto the bench, my chest heaving, my heart still racing. My whole body buzzed with aftershocks—half fear, half hunger.

After a few minutes on the porch, I finally pulled myself together and went back inside. The house felt almost too quiet, too ordinary after what had just happened. I busied myself with the usual—tidying up, folding laundry, making lunch, checking the calendar for the week. I played with the kids, smiled, answered their questions, but all the while a low hum burned just under my skin.

I told myself I had things to do. My mother was coming down the next day, staying for a week to help out and keep me company while Steve was away. That meant I needed the bathrooms scrubbed, sheets washed, the house looking halfway presentable. I worked through it all mechanically, one chore after the other, but there was no shutting off the restless, aching part of me.

Every time I bent to pick up a toy or leaned over the sink, the ghost of James’s breath was at my ear. Every time I wrung out a sponge, I remembered the feel of his fingers parting me, the slickness that had betrayed me before I could even say no. The itch was constant, deep, impossible to scratch with housework or conversation.

By the time I collapsed into bed that night, my body was exhausted but my mind wouldn’t stop replaying the porch. His lips, his hands, his voice whispering filth against my skin. I turned from side to side, restless, until at last fatigue won. Sleep took me, but not peacefully. I drifted in and out with strange, fleeting images—James’s smile, Steve’s voice, the press of a cock too big to be real—flashing across the surface of my dreams.

Sometime in the night, I drifted out of sleep, caught in that hazy place where my body felt awake but my mind was still dreaming. My thighs were damp, my pussy already swollen and aching like it had been waiting for me. Instead of rolling over and trying to force myself back to sleep, I reached for my phone on the nightstand.

I don’t even know why I opened Pornhub. Habit, maybe. Or maybe I knew exactly what I wanted to see. A few swipes and there it was—one of those videos I always seemed to find. A slightly chubby blonde girl on her knees, mouth open, as a big black cock slid between her lips. Behind her, her husband—pale, average-sized, stroking himself furiously while he watched his wife being wrecked.

I turned the volume down low but close enough to hear the wet, sloppy sounds of her sucking, the deep groans of the man filling her throat. The camera shifted and I saw her bent over now, that thick black cock splitting her wide, her tits bouncing as she cried out, cumming again and again while her husband watched, stroking his own very ordinary cock with hungry eyes.

My hand slipped into my panties without thought, fingers circling my clit as my hips rolled against them. Watching her, I couldn’t stop wondering—would Steve do it? Really? Could he sit back, stroking his cock, while I was taken like that? While I was filled by something so much bigger, so much darker, so much more? The thought made me wetter, my fingers sliding easier, my breath catching.

I spread my legs wider, my other hand teasing down through my folds, dipping lower to push a finger inside while I rubbed faster, harder, my clit throbbing under my touch. My pussy clenched desperately, already on the edge. The woman onscreen screamed again as she gushed around that thick cock, and her husband groaned, spilling across his fist.

That did it. I came hard, biting into the pillow to stifle the noise as wave after wave of release tore through me. My body convulsed, every muscle straining, until I finally collapsed back against the sheets, chest heaving, fingers wet.

Even as the orgasm faded, the question lingered, pulsing in the back of my mind, hotter than ever. Would Steve really do it?


A Blast From The Past

Morning came with the usual blur of routine—tea in my favorite mug, a quick shower, kids bundled and fed. My mother was due later, and as I moved through the motions, my mind kept snagging on fragments I couldn’t quite hold. Fuzzy, abstract images from my dreams—James’s laugh, the shadow of his body towering over me, the heat of his skin. Nothing clear, nothing I could string together, yet my pussy ached with the same afterglow I’d felt in the night. Whatever it was, I knew where it came from. James. Always James.

When my mother arrived, the house filled with her warmth and her chatter, the kids bubbling with excitement. She shepherded them through the mall while I indulged in things I rarely had time for—new clothes, a fresh manicure, someone else’s hands running through my hair as they shaped it just so. From the outside it looked like a perfect, normal day. Inside, though, the itch never eased.

At the park, I tried to focus on the kids running wild across the grass, but my gaze kept slipping, looking for something that wasn’t there. By the time we drove home, the sky blushing with late afternoon, I had almost convinced myself I was imagining it all.

And then I saw the truck.

First Joe, bent over as he packed tools away. Harmless. Expected. But then my eyes flicked to the cab and there he was—James, broad shoulders hunched as he wrote on a clipboard, oblivious to the world. To me.

The sight hit me like a punch to the chest. In an instant, a memory snapped loose from my dream: James’s face, smiling as he pressed me down, my hand reaching for that thick, impossible cock. Just a flash, cut off before I could taste or feel him again, but enough to make my body jolt with recognition. My stomach fluttered, heat pooling low in my belly.

So much that I missed the driveway.

“Shauna,” my mother teased, shaking her head, “how long have you lived here?”

Flustered, cheeks hot, I backed up and swung into the right turn, trying to laugh it off. But my hands trembled on the wheel, and all I could think of was James’s eyes if he had looked up, if he had seen me staring at him like that, like I’d been caught dreaming with my eyes wide open.

After we got home and I unpacked the car, my mind kept circling back to James in the truck, that single flash of his face guiding me down to his cock. I tried to hold onto it later that night, tried to coax more from my dreams, but nothing came. Just restless tossing, strange fragments that dissolved as soon as I opened my eyes.

By morning, I gave up on sleep altogether and padded into the kitchen to make tea. The house was quiet, still, but my head wasn’t. The image of that Pornhub video replayed in perfect detail: the blonde on her knees, choking on a thick black cock while her husband sat inches away, stroking his very average white one, moaning as she was fucked into bliss. I couldn’t shake it. Would Steve want that? Not just the fantasy talk, but the reality—if I FaceTimed him from a hotel room, James’s cock in my hand, my lips wrapping around it, would he really want to watch?

I picked up my phone, ready to test the waters. Before I could type, I saw the notification waiting. A photo. Steve’s cock, hard and glistening, filling the screen. Beneath it: Hey sexy, you had any more hot dreams?

My pulse jumped. If ever there was an opening, this was it.

Yeah, I typed back, my thumbs trembling slightly. I dreamt I was in a hotel room... James sitting on the edge of the bed, his cock so hard in my hand, and I was about to wrap my lips around it. You were watching on FaceTime.

The typing dots appeared almost instantly. Fuck, baby. That’s hot. Tell me more.

I bit my lip, heat pooling between my legs as I went on. You watched me take it deeper and deeper. He was so big. You stroked yourself the whole time, watching me gag and slobber on his cock.

His reply was quick, blunt. God, yes. I’d love that.

I hesitated, then pushed it further. Do you mean it? Really? Because... I’ve got his number. I could set it up. Make the dream real.

For a moment he went silent, the typing dots blinking, disappearing, coming back again. My chest tightened with anticipation.

Finally: I don’t know, babe... that’s a big step. But fuck... the thought of it...

I let him sit with it, then pressed again. You want to watch me with him, don’t you? Even if it’s just a blowjob?

The pause stretched long enough to make me wonder if I’d pushed too far. Then his answer came through, simple but final: Yes. Fuck it. Set it up. Just a blowjob to start. I want to watch.

I stared at the screen, my heart hammering, my pussy already wet at the sheer fact it was no longer fantasy. The plan was set.

I must have stared at Steve’s last message a dozen times, the words pulsing in my head: Yes. Fuck it. Set it up.

My hand shook as I opened a new message thread. James’s name sat there in my contacts, bold and ordinary, but everything about it felt dangerous. I typed, deleted, typed again. Finally I sent:

Hey James. I can’t stop thinking about the other day. I need to see you again. Tomorrow night?

The three dots popped up almost immediately. Where and when?

My breath caught. He was direct, no hesitation.

Hotel room. Just us. 8pm, I typed, fingers trembling. Then, before I could second-guess myself: I’ll book it.

A beat passed, then his reply came back, simple and certain: Done.

I put the phone down, my heart racing so hard it felt like it might break through my ribs. This was real now.

The next hurdle was my mother. At dinner I waited for the right moment, then smiled like it was nothing. “Mom, do you mind watching the kids tomorrow night? An old girlfriend just got back into town, and she asked if I wanted to meet up for dinner and drinks. We haven’t caught up in years.”

She beamed, clearly delighted I might have a night out. “Of course, sweetheart. Go have fun. I’ll handle everything here.”

I kissed her cheek, murmured a thank-you, and carried on clearing the table as if my insides weren’t quivering. In less than twenty-four hours, I’d be in a hotel room with James, Steve watching everything from miles away.

The plan was in motion.

Later that night, once the house was quiet and my mother had gone to bed, I slipped into the bathroom with my phone. My hands were sweating as I opened James’s thread again.

One more thing, I typed. Steve doesn’t know about... before. As far as he’s concerned, this will be the first time. You’ll need to play along.

I stared at the screen, pulse hammering, wondering if I’d just pushed him too far. His reply came fast:

No problem. If that’s what it takes to get my cock in your mouth again, I’ll play along all night.

The bluntness made my pussy clench. Heat rushed through me as another message came through.

So tomorrow I’ll be your first taste. Your husband’s fantasy coming true. I can do that. And I’ll make it good.

I bit down on my lip, my thighs pressing together. The mixture of nerves and raw arousal left me trembling.

Good, I sent back. Because once this starts, there’s no going back.

His answer was a single line, confident and sure: That’s exactly how I like it.

I set the phone down for a moment, my heart racing so fast I had to press a hand to my chest. Tomorrow. It was happening tomorrow.

I opened my laptop, the glow of the screen lighting the darkened bedroom. My fingers hovered over the keys as if even typing the word hotel was an admission. I scrolled through listings, looking for something discreet—clean, anonymous, the kind of place no one would notice me slipping into. Each photo I clicked made my stomach flutter harder.

Finally, I picked one. A mid-range chain, just off the highway, nothing fancy but quiet enough to keep attention away. My hand shook as I entered my details, the final Confirm Reservation button staring at me like a dare. For a long breath I just sat there, frozen between fear and hunger.

Then I clicked.

The confirmation screen blinked up, and I felt the air leave my lungs. It was done. No more fantasies, no more “dreams.” Tomorrow at 8 p.m., James would be in that room, and Steve would be watching.

I texted James the details, thumbs trembling. Room booked. Tomorrow, 8 p.m. Remember, this will be our first time! Play it that way. Steve will be watching.

His reply came almost instantly: Can’t wait. I’ll make sure it’s a show he never forgets.

I set the phone down and stared at my reflection in the dark window. My cheeks were flushed, my body humming, my heart still rattling in my chest. There was no taking it back now.

Tomorrow, I’d kneel in front of James’s cock with my husband watching.

The next evening arrived faster than I thought possible. All day I moved like a ghost through the house, smiling when I needed to, helping Mom with the kids, but inside I was tight with nerves. By the time the clock crept past six, my hands were trembling so badly I had to set down my mug of tea before I spilled it.

My phone buzzed. A message from Steve.

So tonight’s the night?

I swallowed hard, thumbs fumbling as I typed back. Yes. Room’s booked. James will be there at 8.

The dots appeared, vanished, came back. Finally: Fuck, babe. I’m hard just thinking about it. Take pics on the way. I want to see you. To feel like I’m right there.

Almost before I could answer, another message lit the screen—James this time.

Leaving soon. You ready for me?

My breath caught. Getting ready now, I wrote, staring at the words for a long moment before hitting send.


Decision Time

I went to the bedroom and stood in front of the mirror. Nothing too wild, nothing too obvious—just a soft blouse, dark jeans that hugged my curves, hair brushed until it gleamed. Enough to look good for both of them, without looking like I’d tried too hard. Underneath, though, I’d chosen black lace—my favorite bra, matching panties. A secret layer just for James.

As I applied a little lip gloss, I checked my reflection again. My face was flushed already, nerves and arousal blurring together. I took a quick selfie, biting my lip, and sent it to Steve. His reply came back instantly: Fuck me. You look perfect. God, I wish I could be there to see you kneel in front of him.

I pressed my thighs together, shivering. Then I grabbed my purse, slipped my phone inside—paused. Something tugged at me. I opened the drawer and pulled out my charger, stuffing it in the bag. The thought of my battery dying mid-FaceTime made my stomach flip. No way was I letting this be ruined by something so stupid.

One last look in the mirror. One last deep breath. Then I stepped out into the night, my whole body buzzing, knowing there was no going back.

The hotel room was nothing special—beige walls, a neatly made bed with stiff white sheets, a desk under a humming lamp—but it felt like the most charged place I’d ever stood. Every detail pressed into me: the quiet tick of the air conditioner, the faint chemical-clean smell of the carpet, the lonely half bottle of Merlot I’d pulled from the minibar.

I had been here less than an hour, but already the room had swallowed me whole. My nerves buzzed so loud they felt like static in my ears. I tried sitting on the edge of the bed, tried standing by the window, even tried pacing slow laps between the dresser and the bathroom. Nothing helped. I was wound too tight.

My phone buzzed again. WhatsApp. Steve.

You there yet?

I typed quickly: Yeah. Checked in. Just waiting.

He replied instantly. God, I wish I could see you. What are you wearing?

I stood in front of the mirror, trying to catch my breath, and snapped a photo. The dress I’d chosen wasn’t extravagant, just a soft navy wrap dress that hugged my waist and dipped enough at the neckline to tease. My hair fell loose over my shoulders, my lips still glossy from the tube I’d slipped in my purse. I looked... not like a different woman, exactly, but like a version of myself I hadn’t seen in years.

Sent.

The dots appeared, flickering. Then his reply: Fuck, babe. You look perfect. All I can think about is you on your knees for him. Don’t you dare make me wait too long to see it.

My pulse quickened so hard I had to sit, my thighs pressing together instinctively. I poured myself another glass of wine with shaky hands, sipping quickly until the burn eased. Half the bottle was already gone, and though it hadn’t dulled my nerves, it had smoothed the edges, softened the fear into something almost euphoric.

I wandered to the desk, setting the phone against the lamp, testing angles the way I had earlier. From there Steve would see it all: the bed behind me, the door across the room, and my body moving through the frame. I lifted the hem of my dress just slightly, checked the image on screen, then let it fall again. My own reflection startled me. I looked flushed, expectant, almost wild.

Another buzz. Steve again.

Tell me what you’re thinking right now.

I hesitated, then typed: That in a few minutes James will be standing in this room. And you’ll be watching when I get down on my knees for him.

The typing dots flickered and paused. Then his answer: Jesus Christ. I’m so hard right now.

I set the phone down and picked up my glass, walking back and forth across the carpet, letting the dress swish against my thighs. Every step was like a countdown. My mouth was dry, my palms damp. The wine buzzed through my blood, mixing with the nervous heat building low in my belly.

I sat on the bed, legs crossed, phone in my hand, staring at the door as if I could summon the sound of footsteps. Nothing. Just silence. I checked my messages again. James had been quiet since his last text: Leaving soon. You ready for me?

I typed: I’m here. Waiting.

Almost immediately: Be there in five. Hope your husband’s ready to watch you choke on my cock.

I swallowed hard, my thighs tightening. Five minutes. That was nothing. That was forever.

I stood, smoothed my dress, brushed my hair with trembling fingers. Checked the lipstick smudge on my wineglass, then reapplied gloss just to have something to do. Every second stretched. My chest rose and fell in shallow breaths, as if my body already knew what was coming.

Then, sharp and deliberate, the knock came.

My heart stopped.

I froze in the middle of the room, glass still in my hand. For a moment the silence roared louder than the knock itself. Another came, harder, more insistent, rattling the thin hotel door.

I set the glass down, my fingers trembling so much the stem rattled against the counter. My hand reached for my phone instead. I opened WhatsApp, the screen glowing in the dim light, Steve’s name right there. My thumb hovered over the green video button.

One breath. Two. Then I pressed it.

The screen shifted, his face filling it for a heartbeat before the camera flipped. Now it was my turn to be seen.

I set the phone against the lamp, exactly where I’d practiced, the angle catching my body as I moved. My ass swayed in the frame, the wrap dress hugging my hips, the outline of my thighs as I crossed the room. The wine-warmed sway of my walk wasn’t put on—it was just how my legs carried me when they were weak with nerves and want.

The knock came again, louder this time, and I reached the door.

Behind me, the screen showed everything. Steve had the view he’d begged for—me, dressed up, body swaying, on the edge of letting fantasy become real. His cock in his hand miles away, my hand on the handle here, both of us trembling for what came next.

And with one more breath, I turned the latch.

The latch clicked, and the door swung inward. James filled the frame instantly—broad shoulders, dark skin gleaming under the hallway light, his presence pressing into the room before he’d even stepped inside. My breath caught as he closed the door behind him, locking us in.

His eyes flicked once to the phone propped on the lamp. A slow smile curved his lips. He knew exactly what it meant. Without a word, he crossed the room, his movements confident but unhurried, like he had all the time in the world to enjoy this.

His hand slid to my waist, the heat of his palm searing through the thin fabric of my dress. The other found my shoulder, guiding me gently, deliberately, until we were centered in front of the camera’s unblinking eye. He turned me, angled me, as if setting the stage—our bodies framed perfectly for Steve.

Then his mouth was on mine.

Slow at first, testing, lips brushing, before he pressed harder, tongue sliding past my lips. The taste of him hit me like a drug, and I melted, clutching at his shirt as he deepened the kiss. His lips were full, commanding, coaxing a moan out of me before I could stop it.

Between kisses, he murmured against my mouth, low and teasing. “I wanted this so bad... back when I was working on your fence. Watching you, wishing I could take you like this.”

The words made my stomach flip, the illusion so perfect it felt real even to me. I whimpered softly, opening my mouth wider for him, meeting his tongue eagerly. His hand squeezed my waist, then slid lower, pulling my hips against the hard bulge already straining his jeans.

Another kiss, deeper, wetter, and I knew Steve could see everything—the sway of my body, the way James devoured me, the raw hunger in how I clung to him.

For a moment I forgot there was a phone at all.

James adjusted me again, his hands confident, almost casual, like he knew exactly how he wanted Steve to see me. He turned me so my back faced the phone, then pulled me flush against his chest. His lips found my neck, hot and insistent, while his palms slid down over my hips and onto my ass. He squeezed hard, spreading me in his grip, making sure the camera caught every inch.

“Yeah... that’s it. I wanted to see this ass the whole time I was building your fence,” he murmured against my ear, his voice deep and rough. “Every swing of the hammer, every board I set—I was imagining pulling you into me just like this.”

I gasped softly, my head tilting back onto his shoulder. His cock was hard against me through his jeans, pressing into my lower back.

“You know what I’ve been thinking about, Shauna?” His breath was warm, his lips brushing my earlobe. “Getting you on your knees. Watching those lips wrap around me. Making you take every inch while your husband watches.”

His hands kneaded my ass again, deliberate, teasing. “That’s what I wanted when you stood in that window flashing those little white panties. That’s what I wanted when I saw that toy on your bed. I wanted to see if your mouth could handle the real thing.”

My nails dug into his forearm, a helpless sound slipping from my throat.

“Look at you,” he went on, groping me harder, his tone thick with hunger. “You’re shaking. You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you? Just waiting to get down and show us both how bad you want it.”

The camera caught it all—my back arched, my ass filling his hands, the way I melted into him as he whispered filth into my ear.

And behind the screen, I knew Steve was stroking himself raw, watching his fantasy take shape.

James shifted us again, his big hands guiding me so we were angled perfectly for the phone. Side-on, framed just right—he knew exactly what he was doing. His cock pressed insistently against me through the denim, and his voice rumbled low in my ear.

“Go on, Shauna. Let’s show him what you’ve been waiting for. Take it out.”

My breath caught. My hands trembled as I reached for his belt, fumbling just slightly, nerves and anticipation tangled together. I tugged the zipper down, the sound loud in the quiet room, and slid his jeans open.

When I pulled the fabric aside and freed him, my whole body jolted. His cock spilled heavy into my hand, long and thick even soft, darker than the rest of him, the sheer weight of it startling.

“Oh fuck...” I gasped, my voice breaking into a shaky laugh. “Jesus... it’s huge.”

My fingers wrapped tentatively around the shaft, not even able to meet. I looked down at it, then back up at James’s face, then sideways toward the phone. Steve could see it all—the awe in my eyes, the way my chest rose and fell fast, the way I clutched at something so much bigger than him.

I let a slow smile curl across my lips, locking my gaze with the camera. A smile just for Steve, as if to say: this is really happening.

Then I turned back to James, biting my lip as I shifted both hands around the thick, dark shaft. I lifted it slightly, marveling at the weight, the heat, the veins already swelling as blood rushed in. My thumb traced the ridge of the head, my breath catching at the sheer scale of it.

My hands slid slowly along the thick length, feeling it grow heavier, harder, the veins standing out as blood surged. James groaned, his hips twitching into my grip, and then his voice cut low, teasing, deliberate.

“Tell me, Shauna... is that bigger than your husband?”

The question punched through me, heat rushing to my face. I glanced at the phone, at the dark glass eye watching everything, then back at James. My fingers tightened around him almost instinctively.

“Yes,” I whispered, breath shaky. “Even like this...” I gave his half-hard cock a slow stroke, the sheer girth stretching my hand. “...even soft, you’re bigger than Steve when he’s hard.”

James chuckled darkly, the sound vibrating in his chest. “Mmm, I thought so.” He tilted his hips forward, making the heavy shaft sway against my wrist. “Your husband’s finally getting to see what a real cock looks like.”

I swallowed hard, my thighs pressing together, stroking him higher, firmer, while my eyes flicked once more toward the camera. A nervous smile tugged at my lips—part apology, part promise—as I kept working the thick length in my hands.

The more I stroked, the heavier he grew in my hands. What had already felt obscene in size thickened and lengthened with startling speed, swelling until my palms strained to contain him. The head darkened, fat and swollen, a drop of clear precum oozing slowly from the slit.

I sank down onto my knees, never taking my eyes off it. From below, it looked even more intimidating—towering above me, bobbing slightly with each beat of his pulse. The musky scent of him filled the air, raw and masculine, and the heat radiating from his shaft brushed against my lips before I even leaned in.

Curiosity overcame nerves. I flicked my tongue against the broad crown, tasting the bead of precum as it met my tongue. Salty, primal. My stomach flipped as I pulled back, staring at the glistening head while my hand kept stroking him slowly, reverently, like I couldn’t believe what I was holding.

The veins stood out like ridges beneath my fingers, pulsing with life, feeding that impossible thickness. I wrapped both hands around him, sliding from base to tip, marveling at how he responded to my touch—hardening, stretching, growing even more under my grip.

I dared a glance upward. James loomed over me, watching, his smile sharp and knowing. The weight of his gaze made me shiver.

“You like that... don’t you,” he murmured, not even a question, just a statement of fact.

I licked my lips, still stroking him with both hands, my chest rising and falling too quickly, knowing Steve could see every second of my awe, my submission, my hunger.

The fat head gleamed under the lamp, slick with precum, sliding through my hands as I worked him slowly, almost reverently. Every pulse made my palms tingle. I couldn’t stop staring at it—so dark, so thick, so heavy in my grip.

James looked down at me, his smile curling into something darker. “Mmm, yeah... I can see it in your eyes. You’ve wanted this for a long time, haven’t you? Always wanted to know what it felt like to have a big black cock stretching your lips.”

I swallowed hard, my hands never stopping their steady rhythm up and down his shaft.

His voice dropped lower, rougher. “Bet when you’re down there on your husband’s little white dick, you close your eyes and pretend it’s something like this. Don’t you, Shauna? Bet you imagine it’s thick and black, filling your mouth, making you gag while he watches.”

My stomach knotted, heat flooding me so fast I thought my legs might give out under me, even though I was already on my knees. I flicked my tongue against the slit again, tasting another salty bead, too flustered to answer out loud.

James chuckled, tilting his hips forward so the massive head brushed against my lips. “Mmm, you don’t have to say it. I already know. And tonight, your husband’s gonna watch you prove it.”

I dared a quick glance sideways at the phone, catching my reflection in the screen—on my knees, stroking his huge black cock, my lips parted, my cheeks flushed, every ounce of me trembling with want. Then I looked back at him and stroked harder, precum slicking my fingers, my body aching to take him deeper than just my hands.

“It’s fucking incredible,” I whispered, breathless, right before pressing my lips to the swollen crown. The taste of him hit me instantly—salty, musky, raw—and I moaned softly as I licked across the slit, savoring another bead of precum.

I opened wider, sliding my mouth over the head, my lips stretching, my jaw aching almost immediately. My hand kept stroking the thick shaft, helping guide what my mouth couldn’t take. Inch by inch, I pushed further, my tongue flattening along the underside, drool slicking my chin as I tried to swallow more of him. I gagged lightly, eyes watering, but the sound only made James groan above me, his big hand cupping the back of my head, not forcing, just holding me there as if he knew I was trying.

The sheer size was overwhelming. Even with both hands working his shaft, I couldn’t get close to swallowing all of him. But the struggle itself was intoxicating—the moans spilling out of me as I bobbed my head, the thick stretch of my lips around him, the way my throat fluttered against the head each time I dared go deeper.

Then I pulled back, gasping, saliva glistening on his cock as I stroked him hard with both hands.

James frowned slightly, surprised. “What’s wrong? Don’t tell me you’re stopping already.”

I shook my head quickly, still catching my breath. “No... God, no. I just—” I stood abruptly, reaching for the knot at my hip where the wrap dress tied. “This is getting in the way.”

The dress slipped to the floor in one motion, pooling at my feet. My bra followed just as quickly, my breasts spilling free, nipples already tight and aching. I left my panties on—barely there black lace clinging to my damp heat—and then stepped back into him, pressing my lips to his.

The kiss was hungry, tongues clashing, his hands roaming instantly to my bare skin. His thumbs brushed my nipples and I gasped into his mouth. He pulled back just long enough to smirk, his voice thick with approval. “Damn, your nipples are hard as diamonds. You’re loving this, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t answer, not with words. I just dropped back down to my knees, eyes flicking once to the phone to make sure Steve saw everything—my bare breasts, my flushed cheeks, my surrender. Then I wrapped my lips around James’s cock again, sliding down as far as I could, moaning with pleasure as I stroked the rest.

James groaned above me, his hips rolling forward. His cock throbbed against my tongue, my lips stretching wide around him as I worked, worshipping every inch I could manage while my hands pumped the thick base.

And the whole time, the camera caught it—his huge black cock vanishing into my mouth, my tits bouncing slightly as I moved, my nipples hard and glistening in the lamplight.

James’s cock was slick with my spit, twitching in my hand, when his voice cut through the haze. “Go get the phone.”

I froze, blinking up at him, my lips still parted, a string of saliva connecting me to his cock. “What?” My voice came out hoarse, unsure.

“You heard me. Get it. Bring it here.” His tone wasn’t harsh—just firm, commanding, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

A nervous flutter rattled in my chest. My body was burning, trembling with arousal, but the thought of actually picking up that phone, of holding Steve’s watching eyes in my hands, nearly undid me. “James...” I whispered, hesitant.

“Shauna,” he said softly, almost like a dare, “don’t keep him waiting.”

My legs wobbled as I rose, crossing the room in nothing but my panties. I could feel the weight of James’s gaze on my ass as I walked, the phone’s little green light reminding me Steve was watching everything. My nipples were taut, my stomach tight with nerves, and yet I could feel wetness sliding down my thighs.

I bent to pick up the phone, fully exposed, my breasts swaying as I turned back toward the bed. Every step back toward James felt like surrender. When I held it out to him, my hands trembled.

He took it casually, like it was his all along. Then he angled the screen toward himself, peering into it. A wide smile spread across his lips. “Well, look at that,” he said, almost amused. “Steve, huh? Sitting there naked with your cock in your hand.”

I gasped, biting my lip, mortified and turned on at once.

James chuckled low in his chest. “Can’t say I blame you, man. Shauna’s a great cocksucker. Big tits, fat ass... she’s got it all.”

A little voice in my head told me I should feel insulted, objectified. “Fat ass.” Normally that phrase would have been a red flag, a sting. But my pussy clenched so hard at his words that I almost moaned out loud.

He kept going, voice casual, teasing, but edged with something darker. “I figured you’d be packing a little dick, Steve. Most guys do.” He tilted the phone slightly, his smirk widening. “But you’re actually not too bad. Shame, though. That almost makes it worse, doesn’t it? You’ve got a decent cock, and still... here she is. On her knees, drooling over mine.”

I flushed scarlet, my mouth opening before I could stop myself. “Hey! I’m not on my knees.” I almost laughed, the absurdity cutting through my nerves.

James turned his eyes back to me, grinning like he’d been waiting for that. “Well then, sweetheart, you’d better fix that.” He looked back at the camera and winked. “Let’s give your husband the best seat in the house. From my view.”

He shifted, spreading his thighs, guiding me down between them with a gentle but unyielding hand on the back of my neck.

The phone tilted just enough that Steve could see what James saw—me kneeling in front of his thick black cock, my lips wet, my breasts heaving, my panties already darkened with arousal.

James leaned closer to the lens, his voice smooth as silk. “Ready to see what a black cock slut looks like from right here, Steve?”

I sank back down on James’s cock, sucking harder now, bobbing my head with a rhythm that was as hungry as it was deliberate. Every sloppy glide past my lips was loud, messy, and obscene—the kind of blowjob meant to be watched. And knowing Steve was on the other side of that phone, cock in hand, made me want to put on the filthiest show of my life.

James held the phone casually in one hand, angling it so Steve had a perfect view of my mouth working over his thick, black shaft. His other hand was buried in my hair, guiding me, groaning with each wet pull of my lips.

“Fuck, Shauna... damn, you’re a nasty little cocksucker,” he growled, his voice rough with arousal. “You keep that up and I’m gonna cum hard.”

I suddenly pulled back, his cock slipping from my lips with a wet pop. My hand kept stroking him, twisting along his thick length, spit running down my wrist. I looked up at him, chest heaving, lips swollen and shining.

“Go on, stud,” I whispered, surprising even myself as the words spilled out. “You can cum in my mouth if you want. I’ll swallow every drop.”

For a second I froze—those words weren’t me. I never swallowed. I hated cum. Even Steve had learned not to push it. But here I was, begging for it, putting on a show for both of them.

James smirked, eyes flicking from me to the phone. “Hear that, Steve? She’s about to swallow my load. Bet you wish she was about to swallow yours, huh?”

Before Steve could even answer, I blurted out without thinking, “I don’t swallow his cum.” The confession was sharp, embarrassing, but I immediately ducked my head and took James back into my mouth as if to bury it.

James chuckled darkly, angling the phone so Steve had a close-up view of my lips stretched around him. “You hear that? She won’t swallow yours... but look at her, gagging on mine. Fuck, man, your wife’s got her favorite now.”

I moaned around his cock, the vibration making him twitch in my mouth. His words burned with humiliation and truth, but instead of stopping me, they drove me deeper, faster, determined to suck him until he gave me exactly what I’d just promised.

“Oh damn... oh damn, baby... I’m gonna cum so fucking hard,” James groaned, his voice breaking as his thrusts quickened. His hips flexed, his ass muscles tightening under my grip as I pulled him even deeper into my throat. His cock twitched violently, thick veins throbbing against my tongue.

I kept my lips locked tight around the swollen head, stroking the rest of his shaft with both hands, twisting, squeezing, keeping him right on the edge. His precum mixed with my spit, running down my chin in messy strings, dripping onto my tits.

James looked straight into the phone, smirking at Steve. “She’s about to drain me, man. Gonna swallow every fucking drop. You watching this? Your wife on her knees for me?”

I pulled back just enough to gasp for air, my hand still pumping him fast and slick. I turned my head, meeting the camera with a wicked grin. “You hear that, Steve? I’m gonna swallow his cum. All of it. Every last drop.”

The words shocked me even as I said them. I had never swallowed Steve’s, never wanted to—but now, with James’s thick cock pulsing in my grip and my husband watching helplessly, it felt like the dirtiest, most intoxicating surrender.

I licked around the head slowly, then looked up at James, teasing him, teasing both of them. “Mmm... I want to feel it hit the back of my throat. I want to show you how much I love his big black cock, Steve. I want you to watch me gulp it down.”

James groaned, his hand tightening in my hair as his body jerked. “Fuck, girl... keep talking like that and I’ll give you more than you can handle.”

I smiled up at him, stroking him faster, guiding his cock back into my mouth, my eyes locked on the camera as if I were saying it directly to my husband: I’m about to swallow another man’s cum, and you’re going to love watching me do it.

“MMMMMmmmmmm... ohhhhhh fuck... damnnnnnn...” James groaned, his whole body tensing as his cock swelled thick in my mouth. Then it happened—hot, violent spurts erupted against my tongue, one after another, coating my throat in thick, salty cum.

The force made me gag, but I held him there, lips sealed around his head, swallowing once, twice, three, four desperate gulps as more kept flooding my mouth. My eyes watered, my throat worked, but still it came—thick, bitter, overwhelming.

By the fifth swallow I couldn’t take any more. Cum leaked out around my lips, hot strings spilling down my chin. I pulled back with a messy gasp, his cock slipping free and slapping wetly against my face. A rope of cum painted my cheek, another clung to my nose.

I hated the taste—God, I hated it—but at the same time, the act of it, the pure filth of doing this for him, of knowing Steve was watching me choke on another man’s load, made my pussy throb and ache with need.

James, still holding the phone at just the right angle, grinned into the camera. “You see that, Steve? Your wife swallowing my cum like a good little slut.”

I spat a thick glob onto the floor, then wiped my chin with the back of my hand, smearing myself even messier. And then I turned my face toward the camera, streaked with cum, lips swollen, eyes glassy, and smiled.

That was all it took. I saw it—the shudder in Steve’s chest, the way his hand froze on his cock before he groaned and erupted all over himself. White streaks splattered his stomach and chest as his cock twitched helplessly in his grip.

For a long moment it was silent except for the sound of my breathing and James’s low chuckle. I looked from Steve’s shaking body on the screen back to the cock bobbing heavy in my hand, still dripping cum, and the realization hit me hard: I had just swallowed another man’s load while my husband watched—and I had never been more turned on in my life.

James reached down, swiping a thick strand of cum off my cheek with his finger. He held it up in front of me, and without hesitation I opened my mouth, sucking it off just like I’d sucked him minutes earlier. The taste still made me shudder, but I took it, licking his finger clean, my tongue curling greedily around him.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his eyes dark with hunger. The praise sent another jolt of heat straight through me.

I stood on shaky legs, wanting to feel him close, and pressed my lips to his chest. His skin was hot and slick with sweat. I trailed kisses across the ridges of his muscles, breathing him in, trembling with the sheer wrongness—and the sheer thrill—of what I was doing.

James’s hand slid down, bold and certain, past my stomach and beneath the thin elastic of my panties. His fingers found me instantly—soaked, swollen, throbbing. I gasped, clutching at his arms as he brushed over my clit, the contact electric.

“Damn, girl,” he grinned, pressing two fingers inside me without warning. “You’re dripping. You are so wet and ready to go, aren’t you?”


A Step Too Far?

My head spun. This wasn’t the plan. This was supposed to stop at a blowjob. Steve had only agreed to that. But the ache inside me was unbearable, every nerve screaming for more. My body pushed against his hand, betraying me, begging for what my mouth couldn’t yet say.

Before I could even form the words, James’s big hands were already on me—one locking around my waist, the other yanking at my shorts and panties in a single, ruthless motion. They slid down my thighs and dropped to the carpet, leaving me bare and trembling.

I gasped, clutching at his shoulders as he lifted me like I weighed nothing, my legs wrapping around him out of instinct more than choice. His grip shifted, confident and hungry—his cock thick and hot in his fist while his thumb pressed into my soaked pussy. My whole body jerked at the sudden intrusion, a cry catching in my throat.

“Jesus, girl...” he muttered, eyes fixed on me as though he could see all the way inside. “You’re fucking begging for it.”

Still holding me aloft with his strength alone, he angled his hips and slid the broad head of his cock against my swollen lips. I whimpered, caught between terror and need as he nudged against me, spreading me open, teasing the entrance of my pussy with just enough pressure to make my insides clench.

Every instinct screamed at me to stop him—this wasn’t part of the plan, this was crossing the line. But my body betrayed me, grinding down against him, hungry for the fullness I already knew too well.

James eased me down his cock, slow but relentless, until every inch of him was buried inside me. I could feel my body stretching around him, protesting and yielding at the same time, my insides rearranging to make room for something that big, that hard, that wrong. I clung to his shoulders, nails digging into his sweaty skin, my thighs trembling as they clamped around his waist.

The air left my lungs in a ragged gasp. I didn’t even realize I was moaning until I heard it echo back off the sterile hotel walls.

That was when Steve’s voice cut through, tinny but sharp from the phone on the table.

“Shauna—no. No, stop. It was only supposed to be a blowjob. That’s what we agreed. Get off him, right now. Please.”

The words struck hard, but James didn’t falter. He held me suspended, his cock pulsing deep inside me, his hands gripping my ass as though he had every right to keep me there. His dark eyes searched mine, a smirk pulling at his lips, and then he shifted his hips just a little—just enough to remind me how full I was, how stretched, how alive.

I squeezed my eyes shut, torn in two directions. God, Steve’s right. I should stop. This wasn’t the plan. This wasn’t the deal. But my body had other ideas. My pussy clenched involuntarily around James’s thickness, a ripple of heat surging through me that stole my breath.

Against my better judgment, I turned my head toward the table. Toward Steve. And there it was—the image that shattered any chance of me pulling away.

He was still hard. Still stroking. His hand sliding up and down his cock, slow and steady, even as he pleaded with me to stop. His face was tight, conflicted, but his body told the truth his words couldn’t hide.

A hot, shaky laugh escaped my lips. Half-defiance, half-arousal. “Then why...” I panted, rocking slightly on James’s cock as he held me steady, “...why are you still touching yourself, Steve?”

He froze on the screen, eyes wide, caught. His hand didn’t stop moving.

James grunted approval, his mouth at my ear. “Mmm, she caught you, man. She’s dripping for me, and you can’t even look away.”

I bit down on my lip, fighting the tide of shame and lust rushing through me, and then let the crueler truth slip free. “If you really wanted me to stop... you wouldn’t still be hard.” My voice broke into a moan as James shifted his hips again, grinding deeper. “You wouldn’t still be stroking your little cock.”

Steve groaned on the line, the sound guttural, torn between humiliation and need.

James thrust once, sharp and deliberate, knocking the air out of me. He growled, “Say it again for him, baby. Tell him what you’ve got inside you right now.”

I shivered, my whole body burning, my voice shaking as I looked at my husband through the screen. “Your wife... with his big black cock inside her... and you, Steve, with your little hard cock in your hand. That’s the truth, isn’t it?”

The silence that followed was thick, electric. Steve’s chest heaved, his hand still working, his eyes locked on me. James shifted under me, starting to move, slow, purposeful strokes that made my pussy flutter helplessly.

I broke first, moaning, “God, I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop.” And James’s laugh rumbled against my throat as he began to fuck me in earnest.

Steve’s voice broke through again, sharp at first, but shaky underneath.

“Shauna—no, fuck, stop this. It was supposed to be just a blowjob. That’s all we agreed. Please, just... stop.”

But his image on the phone told a different story—his chest heaving, his hand still wrapped around his cock, jerking in time with the rise and fall of James’s hips.

James grinned against my throat, his voice low and taunting. “You hear that, Shauna? He says he wants you to stop... but look at him. Still stroking that little dick while I’m buried inside you. You feel that? How tight your pussy is around me? Fuck, I don’t think I’ve ever had a woman grip me like this.”

I whimpered, my nails digging into his shoulders, my whole body alive with sensation. “God, yes, James... I feel every inch. You’re so fucking big... you’re splitting me open.”

Steve groaned into the speaker. “Baby, please... please don’t—”

But my moans drowned him out. I couldn’t hold them back, not with James sliding me up and down his cock, his strength lifting me like I weighed nothing. Each thrust left me gasping, each downward slide sent sparks of ecstasy bursting through me.

James growled again, his hand slipping between us, his fingers spreading my swollen lips as his cock pumped in and out. “Damn, girl... you’re messy as hell. And hairy, too. You don’t even shave? Shit, I’ve never had a hairy pussy wrapped around me before. Feels wild.”

His words, crude and unfiltered, made me flush with embarrassment—and then shudder with a darker, sharper pleasure. My thighs trembled around him as he worked me harder, my cunt clenching at every word.

“God, Steve,” I gasped, lifting my head toward the phone, my face twisted in pleasure. “Can you hear him? Can you hear what he’s saying about your wife’s pussy? Can you see how deep he’s fucking me?”

James gave a sharp thrust that made me cry out. “Bet it’s driving you crazy, huh? Knowing your wife’s hairy little pussy is swallowing every inch of my cock while you’re just sitting there with your hand on your dick.”

Steve’s voice broke, more a moan than a protest now. “Fuck... Shauna...”

I rolled my head back, grinding down against James, moaning openly for both of them. “Oh God... yes... yes... Steve, I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. His cock feels so fucking good in me. So much better than I ever imagined. I’m yours—but right now, I’m his too.”

James laughed, a deep, satisfied rumble in my ear. “That’s it, baby. Tell him. Let him see how much you love this big black cock stretching you open. Let him hear how bad you need it.”

And I did—my moans rising louder, more desperate, drowning out the last of my husband’s half-hearted pleas.

This time, the shock wasn’t as blinding as it had been before. I could actually feel what was happening to me, instead of just reeling in disbelief. Not that I’d ever admit that to Steve. My body was adjusting, surrendering, and every nerve was on fire.

I clung tighter to James’s thick neck, his muscles bunching and flexing beneath my fingers as he lifted and lowered me with effortless strength. His cock drove up into me again and again, my body stretching to take him, my pussy gripping him greedily no matter how impossible the fit seemed. I was stunned by the sheer stamina he had—not just the way his cock stayed rock hard, but the power in his arms and chest as he carried me, used me, without faltering.

He buried his face against my neck, his lips grazing my skin, his teeth catching my earlobe before he kissed lower, making my whole body shudder. His pace quickened, and then he shifted, moving us across the room like I weighed nothing. He bent me forward over the chair by the hot tub, my ass tipped up, his cock never leaving me for a second.

Then he started to really fuck me. Hard. Fast. Deep. His hips slammed against me, driving that thick cock through every inch of my cunt, his angle changing with each stroke so I felt him everywhere at once—my walls stretching, my cervix jolting, his shaft grinding along my clit until sparks shot up my spine.

My hands flew back, clawing at his ass, feeling the tight flex and release of muscle as he powered into me. He wasn’t just big; he knew exactly how to use it. Every thrust seemed calculated to wreck me, to hit every sweet spot at once until my whole body shook.

I came in rolling waves, one cresting after the other, my cries muffled into the crook of my arm as my thighs trembled and my pussy spasmed around him. Three times—four, maybe more—each orgasm leaving me weaker, yet hungrier.

When I managed to lift my head, I caught sight of him above me—sweat slicking his chest, his abs tightening with every brutal thrust, his face twisted in concentration and pleasure. Watching his body work, knowing it was all focused on me, only sent me spiraling higher.

My moans filled the room, broken, breathless, desperate. James’s cock slammed into me again and again, relentless, each thrust making my knees weaken and my vision blur. I was already beyond myself, but then I heard his voice shift—lower, sharper, not meant just for me.

“You watching this, Steve?” he growled, his hips still pistoning against me, sweat dripping down his temple. “You seeing how your wife’s hairy little pussy is squeezing the life out of my cock?”

I gasped, face burning, but the shame only made me clench tighter around him. I tried to stifle a moan and failed, my voice spilling out ragged and needy.

“Oh God... oh fuck, James, yes... your cock feels so fucking good inside me.”

James chuckled darkly and leaned forward, his chest pressing against my back, his lips brushing my ear. “Hear that? She’s not just taking it, man—she’s loving every inch. Never had one like this before, huh, Shauna?”

I shook my head frantically, eyes half-lidded, my voice breaking into another moan. “No... never... you’re so big, you’re ruining me.”

He smirked, grinding into me with a sharp thrust that made me cry out. “Bet your husband’s cock never made you scream like that.”

On the phone, Steve’s voice came through faint, strained, like he was fighting for control. “Shauna, please... it was only supposed to be—fuck—it was only supposed to be a blowjob.”

I forced my eyes open, twisting my head just enough to see the screen. Steve was still there, his hand moving on his cock, his face contorted in lust and conflict. The sight made something snap inside me, a wave of cruel, aroused clarity.

“Then why...” I panted, my words broken by James’s relentless thrusts, “...why are you still stroking it, Steve? Why’s your little cock still hard?”

James groaned approval, slamming me harder, making the chair creak beneath us. “She’s right, man. You say stop—but your hand says keep going. And all the while, this tight, hairy pussy is swallowing my cock like it was made for it.”

I gave in completely, arching back, my moans filling the room, no longer caring about right or wrong. All I wanted was more.

James’s thrusts had turned primal, hammering into me, shaking my body with each brutal stroke. My breasts bounced with every impact, my nails clawed red lines into his slick back, and my throat was raw from moaning. My whole body was unraveling—sweat, need, shame, lust—all tangled into one.

I forced my head toward the screen, desperate for grounding, and froze.

Steve. My husband. Naked on our bed, chest heaving, his stomach streaked with cum. His cock was soft now, dripping in his hand where he’d spent himself. Not stroking, not hard anymore—just sitting there, spent and overwhelmed, watching.

The sight gutted me. This wasn’t arousal anymore. Not for him. He looked hollow, stunned, broken open.

A pang of guilt pierced through my haze. I should stop. Right now. Push James away. Pull myself together.

But James groaned, deep and guttural, his cock swelling inside me, his rhythm stuttering as he fought his own release. His hand gripped my ass hard, his other squeezing my breast, bruising, claiming. The heat in my belly exploded into fire.

“Oh God—James, yes—don’t stop, I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum so fucking hard!” I screamed, my body convulsing, my pussy tightening violently around him.

James snarled into my ear. “Do it, baby—cum all over this cock. Make me cum in you.”

And I did.

The orgasm tore through me, violent and merciless. My vision went white, my legs buckled, my nails dug so deep into his shoulders I thought I’d break skin. My pussy spasmed uncontrollably around him, milking, clutching, sobbing for every inch.

“Fuck—Shauna, yes—take it, take my cum!” James’s voice cracked as he slammed deep, his cock pulsing, jerking. Then he let go.

Hot, thick bursts flooded me, one after another, filling me until I thought I’d split apart. Each spurt set off another wave in me, another cry, another shuddering convulsion of ecstasy.

I clung to him desperately, wrapping my legs around his waist, grinding down to force him deeper, to keep him there, to take every drop. “Yes—oh God, yes—fill me, James, don’t stop, fill me!”

His forehead pressed to mine, both of us shaking, panting, sweating, locked together in the filthiest, most intense release of my life.

And then I turned my head.

The phone still glowed on the table. The screen still showed Steve. My husband. Cum streaked across his belly, his cock soft, his eyes wide and dazed, staring at me as James emptied the last of himself inside me.

The contrast slammed into me. Me, still spasming on James’s cock. James, still throbbing, filling me. And Steve—already finished, limp, overwhelmed, no arousal left to shield him from what he was seeing.

I smiled through the sweat, the tears, the orgasm still rolling through me. I kissed James’s mouth, still buried inside me, and whispered for both of them.

“I wanted that. I needed that. And I’d do it again.”

As his thrusts turned into gentle gliding, he picked me up, turned around, and lay on James finally eased out of me with a wet, heavy slide, and I gasped at the sudden emptiness. Cum leaked instantly, warm and thick, dripping down my thighs. My body trembled as I slumped back against the chair, too weak to move, still pulsing from aftershocks.

James, though, moved with complete calm. He stood tall, sweat glistening across his dark skin, his huge cock swinging heavily between his legs—still slick, still glistening with my juices. Without a word, he strode across the room.

The phone sat propped where we’d left it, still streaming, still focused on us. On me. On him.

James stopped directly in front of it, deliberately filling the frame with his body. More specifically—with his cock. Steve’s view was nothing but the heavy, pendulous length of James’s manhood, still soft but massive, swaying with each casual movement.

I saw Steve’s face on the screen, his eyes wide, fixed on it, the humiliation plain.

James smirked as he reached for his shirt, pulling it over his head in one smooth motion, his abs flexing as he did. He didn’t rush. He took his time, letting Steve’s gaze linger on what he’d just used to ruin me.

Then, with deliberate slowness, he bent, grabbed his boxers, and slid one leg in. His cock swung aside, then back again, brushing against the fabric as though teasing the camera. He paused, tugging the waistband up just an inch, then stopped, leaving himself half-covered.

“Guess I should cover this back up,” he muttered casually, smirking as though the remark were for Steve alone.

He slid the fabric higher, deliberately, inch by inch, as though he were putting on a private show. His cock slowly disappeared behind the waistband, the outline still obscene even in its soft state. Finally, with one last tug, it was hidden.

Dressed now, James picked up his jeans, zipped them, then reached down and lifted the phone from its place. He angled it toward his face, flashing that perfect white smile straight into the lens.

“Goodbye, Shauna,” he said warmly, handing the phone back to me without another glance. “I’ll see you around.”

And just like that, he turned and left the room, his footsteps echoing in the sudden quiet.

I sat there dazed, cum dripping between my thighs, the phone still warm in my hand. Steve’s face stared back at me from the screen, stunned, silent, broken.

I glanced down at the screen, at Steve’s stunned face, then sighed, forcing a smile. “I need to get cleaned up. I’ll call you in a minute.”

I ended the call before he could answer, setting the phone on the side table. My thighs were sticky, my pussy aching and messy, so I stumbled into the bathroom, turned on the shower, and let the hot water wash James’s cum from my body. The steam filled the small space, and I stood there for a moment with my forehead pressed against the tile, trying to breathe.

Fifteen minutes later I was dressed again, hair damp, lips still swollen from kissing. My nerves buzzed too much to just go home. I needed... something. So I headed down to the bar.

The place was quiet, a couple of business types murmuring over cocktails, some hotel staff clearing glasses. I ordered a glass of white wine and drank half of it in one go, but the jittery energy didn’t fade.

Then I noticed her—a young woman slipping out the side door, a pack of cigarettes in hand. I hesitated only a second before following.

The night air was cool on my skin as I stepped outside. She had just lit one when I approached.

“Can I... bum one off you?” I asked, my voice low, uncertain.

She gave me a look, but smiled, pulling a cigarette free and handing it over. I cupped the flame as she lit it for me, inhaled deeply, and the harsh smoke burned my throat. God, it felt wrong—and exactly what I needed.

I walked a little way off, phone in hand, and dialed Steve.

He picked up on the first ring. “Shauna? Jesus Christ, are you smoking?” His voice was sharp, incredulous.

I blew a stream of smoke into the night, letting the silence hang before answering. “It’s just one. I needed it, Steve. After what just happened... after what I just did... you’re really going to come down on me for this?”

He let out a frustrated groan. “I can’t believe you, babe. You—fuck—you let him cum in you. What if—what if you get pregnant?”

I closed my eyes, leaning against the wall, lowering my voice to a calm whisper. “He had a vasectomy, three years ago. He told me. His boys can’t swim.”

The other end of the line went quiet. I thought for a moment he’d hung up, but then his voice came back, quieter, more fragile. “Are... are you okay?”

That question pierced deeper than anything else. My chest tightened. I flicked ash off the cigarette, swallowing hard. “Yeah. I’m okay. I just... I don’t know how I’m supposed to feel right now. It was overwhelming, Steve. Amazing, but... overwhelming.”

“I know,” he said, softer now. “And I don’t know how I’m supposed to feel either. Part of me...” He trailed off, then sighed. “Part of me can’t believe it really happened. And part of me can’t stop replaying it.”

My voice wavered as I admitted, “I don’t want to hurt you. I don’t want this to... break us.”

“It won’t,” he said quickly, with surprising certainty. “But let’s not rush. Let’s give ourselves some time to let it settle. No more... surprises. Not until we’ve talked it through properly.”

I nodded, even though he couldn’t see me. “Yeah. That’s fair. We let it breathe, figure out where we’re at.”

A fragile tenderness lingered between us, both of us raw but connected, the crackle of the line heavy with unspoken words. Then, just as I thought the call was winding down, his camera shifted.

He tilted it downward. My breath caught. There he was, sitting on the edge of the bed—cock rock hard again, glistening in the low light, even after everything.

Our eyes locked through the screen for a moment, both of us knowing exactly what it meant, exactly what it didn’t.

I took one last drag of the cigarette, flicked it into the ashtray, and exhaled slowly. “I need to go clean up, babe.”

Before he could answer, I ended the call, slipping the phone into my bag as the night air pressed in around me.

The drive home felt oddly ordinary. My mother was in the living room with the kids, a Disney movie playing while they sprawled across the carpet. She smiled as I came through the door, no suspicion in her eyes, no hint of the storm that had just torn through my life upstairs in that hotel. I kissed her cheek, hugged the kids, asked about their day. We talked about dinner plans, baths, bedtimes—everything normal, everything safe.

Later, when the house was finally quiet, I slipped into bed with the glow of my phone lighting the sheets. Steve’s messages were waiting, sharp with disbelief.

I can’t believe you actually swallowed... You’ve always said you hated it.

I hesitated, then typed slowly. It just... happened. I was so worked up. I didn’t even think.

His reply came almost instantly, almost like he’d been sitting there waiting. Well, when I get back in a week, you better be ready to swallow my load too.

I bit my lip, half-smiling at the screen, half-serious with the words I typed back. I only swallow for big black dicks, babe.

I let the message sit for a beat, then pulled my drawer open, slid the big black dildo between my legs, and snapped a quick photo. My pussy stretched around it, glistening.

The caption followed with a grin. Your tongue has got some work to do.

I hit send and dropped the phone onto the sheets, my heart racing as I lay back in the dark, wondering which of us had just crossed the bigger line.


Epilogue

It was late, the kind of quiet where the whole house seemed to breathe with us. I wiped the back of my hand across my lips, then kissed Steve on the chest as he lay back, spent. His cum was still warm across my tits, a familiar mess.

He gave me that half-smile. “You still won’t swallow for me, huh?”

I grinned, teasing, tracing little circles on his stomach with my finger. “Babe, you know the rule. I don’t swallow for you. Never have.”

He shook his head like he should be offended, but the look in his eyes wasn’t hurt—it was heat.

I let the silence stretch, then dropped my little bombshell with a mischievous smirk. “Anyway... you know I had a month’s supply of cum in my mouth last week from Lucas.”

His eyes flicked to mine, sharp, almost disbelieving, but his cock gave a guilty twitch against my thigh.

“See?” I whispered, brushing my lips along his jaw. “That’s the difference. I only swallow for big black cock. For you? You can keep painting my tits.”

He groaned softly, torn between exasperation and arousal, but I could feel him getting hard again already. I laughed low in my throat, kissing down his chest. “Don’t worry, babe... your turn’s coming. Just not in here.”
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